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Comprehensive Review Section 
including film, ballerò pera.
John Waters Interview 
Australian Shakespeare 
Quentin Crisp .id 
The Fautie
NIMROD
Nimrod Upstairs 
Until Sunday 13 August
HENRY IV
William Shakespeare
director Richard Wherrett
designer Tom Lingwood
John Bell Aileen Britton Peter Carroll
Drew Forsythe Ron Hackett Alexander Hay
Robert Hewett Norman Kaye John McTernan
Tony Sheldon George Shevtsov
Mary-Lou Stewart Frank Wilson
from Friday 18 August
Canberra Theatre Centre 
from Monday 28 August 
Orange Civic Theatre 
Tuesday 5-Saturday 30 September
Theatre Royal Sydney
David Williamson
director John Bell designer Tom Bannerman 
Jeff Ashby Drew Forsythe Ron Graham 
Ron Haddrick Ivar Kants Barry Lovett 
Now over 100 performances!
Nimrod Upstairs 
from Saturday 19 August
METAMORPHOSIS
Franz Kafka
adapted for the stage and directed by 
Steven Berkoff
set Steven Berkoff costumes Silvia Jansons 
Paul Bertram Richard Collins Margaret Cameron 
Ralph Cotterill Janice Finn George Shevtsov 
‘Connoisseurs of horror should on no account miss 
“Metamorphosis” ’ — Harold Hobson/Sunday Times
from Wednesday 20 September
San Francisco and Los Angeles Alcazar Theatre
Codon Chaier
The Elocution 
of Benjamin 
franldm
Steve J. Spears 
director Richard Wherrett 
designer Larry Eastwood 
‘Brilliant’ — London Evening News 
‘Spellbinding’ — London Observer 
‘Hilarious’ — London Evening Standard 
Now over 500 performances
from Wednesday 16 August 
Queensland NSW and New Zealand Tour:
Peter Carroll
THE CHRISTIAN 
BROTHERS
Ron Blair
director John Bell designer Larry Eastwood 
Now over 225 performances!
‘Peter Carroll’s playing is superb’ — The Australian 
‘A stunning tour de force’ — Daily Telegraph
Wednesday 16-Saturday 19 August
Townsville Civic Theatre 
Sunday 20-Wednesday 23 August 
La Boite Theatre Brisbane 
Friday 25 and Saturday 26 August 
Trucking Com pany Theatre W agga W agga 
Monday 18-Saturday 30 September 
Mercury Theatre Auckland 
Wednesday 4 -Saturday 7 October 
Centrepoint Theatre Palmerston North 
Tuesday 10-Saturday 14 October 
Court Theatre Christchurch 
Friday 20 and Saturday 21 October 
Downstage Theatre Wellington 
Tuesday 24-Saturday 28 October 
Fortune Theatre Dunedin
Nimrod Street Theatre Company Limited. Artistic Directors: John Bell, Ken Horler, Richard Wherrett. General Manager: Paul lies
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Theatre Australia
TheyVe not making a song and dance about it, 
but the Melbourne Theatre Company is 
celebrating its 25th Anniversary this year. In 
1953 the Union Theatre Repertory Company 
started life at the University of Melbourne, and 
played out its first six years at the Union 
Theatre. Australia’s oldest professional 
repertory company has come a long way since 
those days, and in spite of a certain amount of 
criticism of its stranglehold on Melbourne 
theatre, must be counted the largest and most 
successful state theatre company — particularly 
in view of what is happening to its Sydney
counterpart the Old Tote, this year.
1977 was a year of some upheaval for the
MTC — and some expenditure. It re-opened the 
Athenaeum Theatre, a theatre twice the size of 
either Russell Street or St Martins in which they 
were presently playing. It was converted from a 
cinema back into what had a record as a mainly 
unsuccessful live venue, and for a time the MTC 
were playing in three of Melbourne’s theatres at 
once. The venture was a risky one and depended 
for its success on substantially bigger audiences, 
but the season of Sumner/Lawler directed 
classics, (of which Sumner’s Merchant o f  Venice 
was the biggest draw) proved the effort and 
expense worthwhile.
Later in the year the MTC’s new headquarters 
were complete enough for them to move into; 
this was a huge warehouse in South Melbourne, 
converted into administration, rehearsal, 
scenery building, costume making and storage 
space at a cost of hundreds of thousands of 
dollars to the Victorian Government. There 
were some dark comparisons made at the time 
between this and the Tote’s Alexandria building, 
and questions posed as to whether this would 
lead to a manufacturing rather than theatrical 
centre to the company.
So far this doesn’t appear to have been so; 
1978 has turned out to be one of the most 
successful years, in artistic, critical and box 
office terms, that the MTC has ever had. John 
Sumner, the founder and continuing artistic 
director, saw through last year’s changes and is 
away on long service leave this year. The 
improved critical response in ’78 may be due to a 
fresh and often innovatory approach in 
productions, but there is also the possibility of 
particular, if unconscious, personal press 
antagonism towards Sumner himself, that is at 
least temporarily in abeyance.
For all the centralisation John Sumner has 
vested in himself in the running of the company, 
the continuation and status of the MTC is very 
much due to him. Of all incumbent directors in 
this country his is so far the longest and most 
assured rule, and must be deemed the most 
successful. He combines efficient administration 
with artistic direction in a way that few others 
have matched. Even at Nimrod these 
responsibilities are divided between three 
directors and a general manager.
In the absence of its artistic director, Mick 
Rodger, with Ray Lawler, is the man who has 
been more or less at the helm of the Melbourne 
Theatre Company this year. His previous 
productions for the company have been 
generally successful — notabiy last year’s Ashes 
at St Martins — and in March his wheel-of- 
fortune based Richard III made inroads into the 
style of MTC classical productions. Currently he 
has Aykbourn’s Just Between Ourselves running 
at Russell Street and Under Milkwood at the 
Athenaeum. Rodger’s artistic directorship is 
somewhat in demand, having just been 
reappointed Artistic Director of the Playwrights’ 
Conference for the second year running — the 
first time this has happened in the history of the 
Conference. The other new directors of this year 
seem also to be excellent choices for the MTC; 
Frank Hauser’s two productions have gone 
down more than well, and Bruce Myles is 
proving as good a director as he is actor.
The MTC has moved sharply to the forefront 
of encouraging new writers in 1978 with its 
recently inaugurated Tributary Productions. 
From April Judith Alexander has been running 
this programme which gives readings and 
workshops to new work from Australia and 
overseas, particularly that which is innovatory 
in styles. Many of this year’s season have come 
either directly from the Playwrights’ 
Conference, or from writers who have 
previously been involved with it, so perhaps 
Mick Rodger’s involvement with both is playing 
dividends at each end.
Cross fertilisation has also been happening 
through touring; The Club, which ran for a 
record four months to packed houses at Russell 
Street last year, toured to Tasmania. And Dusa 
Fish Stas and Vi was not taken over by, but 
produced in conjunction with Parachute 
Productions especially for the purpose of a 
nationwide tour.
Their second season for 1978 bodes well for 
the continuing prosperity of the MTC. The 
choice of plays runs from Brecht’s The Resistible 
Rise o f Arturo Ui to Arsenic and Old Lace, 
taking in David Allen’s Gone With Hardy and a 
couple of recent West End successes.
The MTC was planning a costume exhibition 
to co-incide with the actual anniversary, but it 
looks as though this will be postponed. In an 
equally quiet way this month, Currency Press 
celebrates its seventh year of operation. With a 
hefty stock lift to Melbourne they are marking 
the occasion with their first stocktaking sale. 
Currency is offering reading sets to theatre and 
drama groups of eleven titles at cost price for 
delivery anywhere in Australia; they include 
Williamson’s D on’s Party, and Handful o f  
Friends, Buzo’s Martello Towers and Romeril’s 
The Floating World. It’s also Theatre 
Australia's second birthday, and so we move 
into Volume three.
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John Waters as Dracula.
Photo: Patrick Jones
John Waters — the 
new Dracula
Jill Sykes
Why is John Waters in every Australian film? 
asked a friend the other day.
He isn’t, of course. But he does turn up on 
television and cinema screens with happy 
regularity — Rush, Eliza Fraser, The Getting o f 
Wisdom, Summerfield, Weekend o f Shadows in 
the last three years alone, plus a couple of 
telemovies already seen and two more in the 
can. Now he is heading for what should be 
Australia-wide exposure on stage as Dracula: 
not the sinister, fanged monster of the films, but 
the original, romantic Dracula of the London 
stage.
The $200,000 production, which opens at Her 
Majesty's Theatre in Sydney on August 18, is 
being directed along the lines of the current 
Broadway hit by Sir Robert Helpmann for J C 
Williamson Productions and Michael Edgley 
International.
Last October. Bram Stoker's Dracula was 
revived in New York, earning strings of 
superlatives from the critics. Waters, who has 
seen the New York production, says it is
superbly stylised and has an amazing collection 
of special effects. “Its original Victorian setting 
has been moved to the twenties,” he said. “But 
there have only been minor changes of dialogue. 
There are marvellous lines like 'Brrrring your 
daughter here!’ and 'I suspect anyone and 
everrrryone.’ “It walks on a razor edge: it is high 
melodrama without going over the top. It 
maintains a feeling of believability as well as 
being very funny and played with great wit. It 
has music, but it is in no way a musical. The 
music is more like a film score — dramatic 
punctuation music. “Dracula is a romantic 
figure, very arrogant, a supreme being. Every 
entrance is greeted with gasps.”
To go back to my friend’s original question: 
the reason that John Waters is in demand as an 
actor would seem to be the ability and 
intelligence with which he approaches his job, 
and his strong, distinctive good looks. He says he 
doesn’t go around feverishly chasing career 
opportunities and one certainly couldn’t suggest 
his constant working pattern came about by 
chance, though when he talks about his career, 
that’s what it sounds like.
He was born in England thirty two years ago, 
and brought up there. His father is an actor and 
son John fell into the business without even 
thinking about it. “When I was coming up to 
leaving school, I was desperate to try other 
things. Acting wasn’t a burning ambition — yet 
it was something I knew I would probably end 
up doing. “I worked in various little jobs — 
temporary jobs like mowing lawns — and was 
obviously a person who took odd jobs to keep 
himself going. In 1963/64, I was bass guitarist 
and singer with a pop group, the Riot Squad. We 
got about 5 pounds each for a gig.
“My first professional theatre job came in 
1966 at the Richmond Theatre, which was close 
to where I lived. It was a series of 
Shakespearean plays: I was an assistant stage 
manager who carried a spear. “Then I spent a 
year in France, selling peanuts on the beach, 
hitch-hiking".
“1 have never changed my approach to life. 1 
still consider that I am just taking what comes 
up. I now have other people like agents, to plan 
my career. But if work suddenly toppled — and 
every actor faces that possibility — I would 
simply do something else. I am not suicidal when 
I am out of work ... though I am a little bit 
fidgety”.
1 wondered if he was at all worried about over­
exposure with such a successful screen career. "1
think it is very good timing for me to do a play 
now,” he replied. “I suppose I have reached a 
mini-saturation point with movies, though 1 
really don’t think there is a vast problem with 
over-exposure here because there isn’t that 
feeling among Australian audiences that you get 
tied to a particular character. “When 1 was 
doing Homicide, you could get parts in two 
episodes with only two weeks between them, 
whereas in England there has to be a separation 
of something like two months. There is a smaller 
pool of actors here, so they are bound to come 
up more often. In England, if you want a 
middle-aged, bespectacled doctor, you open your 
file and there are hundreds of them.”
In the ten years since he arrived in Australia 
on a 10 pounds assisted passage, thinking he 
might spend a two-year working holiday here, he 
has done shows like Hair, Jacques Brel is Alive 
and Well and Living in Paris, Godspell, and The 
Two Gentlemen o f Verona, all of them 
requiring his singing talents. As a straight actor, 
he has done television series such as Matlock, 
Division Four, Certain Women and The Box. 
Recently he turned up by chance with a couple 
of songs on Marcia Hines' program — he met 
her in the corridor at the ABC and she invited 
him along.
And then there have been plays, but most of 
them are quite a long way back. 1 saw him in his 
most recent stage appearance — with the Old 
Tote in Caesar and Cleopatra last year. He has a 
pleasing stage presence, but it seemed odd to see 
him as a distant figure framed by a proscenium 
when you're become accustomed to that 
handsomely scarred face magnified in close-up 
on a movie screen.
“The actual techniques of film and stage are 
so different,” Waters commented. “The camera 
will pick up your thoughts, whereas these have 
to be projected and physicalised on stage. “I 
think the energy level required for Dracula is, 
above all, a mental energy. He is talked about 
for twenty minutes before he appears, and when 
he does, he must be right up there. He has to 
maintain that. “Stage work means a very 
disciplined, almost monastic existence. Physical 
fitness and endurance are prime requisites. 
Film making is very rigorous, too, but when you 
are doing a play, your concentration and big 
effort is squashed into two hours, and your 
whole day is geared to that. You have to stop 
drinking and cut down on smoking."
He sighed ruefully as he rolled himself 
another cigarette.
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Quentin Crisp — 
an artist in life
John Byrne
“Could you meet him for lunch darling? I’m 
afraid it’s the only time left!”
Barbara James, PR for Quentin Crisp’s 
current tour of Australia had no need to be 
apologetic — it is not everyday that one can 
meet a legend in his own lunchtime. Legend is, 
of course, overstating it a bit, but perhaps Mr 
Crisp has more claim to it than many others in 
this age of theatrical hyperbole, where epithets 
of “internationally acclaimed” and the like are 
thrown around like confetti. In a very few short 
years he has risen from almost total obscurity as 
a state paid artist’s model, (the Naked Civil 
Servant of his book) to his present celebrity, at 
least in Britain and, I am sure I will be able to 
say, in Australia before he is through. Not that 
his has been an overnight success, for he has 
been seventy years putting his show together. 
Attempted resolutions of the enigma of 
existence do tend to take a little longer to 
prepare than cabaret acts!
We can discount the fact that his book. How 
to have a Lifestyle was referred to in the 
achievement-oriented States of America as a 
“how-to book for losers”. We can even laugh at 
Mr Crisp’s surprise .that his other book, Love 
Made Easy was badly reviewed in New Zealand, 
“where 1 thought they would be glad of 
anything”. The fact is that Quentin Crisp in his 
one man show, described as “an exercise in 
civilised debate” gathered the sort of critical 
acclaim by hard to please West End critics that 
make front of house managers beam with pride 
and bring out the sandwich boards.
Mr Crisp turned a few heads as we walked 
down from Sydney’s Theatre Royal to our 
barramundi and chips, but not many. In the 
London of the 30’s it was a different matter. 
Then, full Exorcist-type revolutions of the head 
were the rule, followed by abuse and often, 
physical attack. Effeminate homosexuals with 
henna-red dyed hair, painted nails and 
outrageous clothes were not acceptable then, but 
now the world has caught up with him in many 
ways. He is aware of course of the many ironies 
relating to his situation then and now. Then, to 
live at all was a “kind of triumph” and he was 
most often on the poverty line. Today he is 
widely accepted and lauded on his own terms 
and he is becoming increasingly fblieved of 
material want. The power of money is important 
to him however, “only insofar as it prevents me 
from remaining a victim.” He has some 
“theoretical regrets”, but no bitterness — in his 
mind such feelings are non-productive, and 
besides, “they spoil one's looks.”
His appearance today is rather like that of a 
benevolent, maternal figure, the hair a soft 
smoky blue, the face discreetly made up with
pancake base and eye-liner. He does not speak 
with a pale pink voice and apart from a stylish 
black chapeau in the style of the great English 
eccentrics, (somewhat like an haute couture 
digger’s hat) his clothing strikes one as rather 
conservative. But for the make-up, one feels that 
he could almost get away with having tea and 
tiny cakes with the Rev Fred Nile!
It is a gentle protest by to-day’s standards 
where not only pop performers present an 
androgynous vision of green and purple hair, 
bizarre facial decoration and vast amounts of 
jewellery placed on parts of the anatomy where 
even he had not thought to place it. In short, the 
young cannot really understand what his 
struggle was all about.
There will be many, I am sure, who will 
expect him to present the woman’s point of 
view, but this is way off the mark. His point of 
view is quite simply his own and it owes nothing 
particularly to either sex. He is an academy of 
one. Nor is his show aimed at a homsexual 
audience. Moreover, (and this too may surprise) 
sex is not a predominant part of his professional 
theme at all, unless the audience turns it in that 
direction during question time which comes in 
part two, after his talk on style.
To Mr Crisp, style is all and nothing else 
matters. He laments the lack of stylists in the 
world today — the Bernhardts, (“more nerve 
than talent”) the Eva Perons, the Isadora 
Duncans and says that this is due, paradoxically, 
to too much freedom. The sort of individualism 
we see today is not your grass roots genuine 
type, but grafted on from the many alternative 
lifestyle choices freely available and tolerated: It 
is not a direct and inevitable and consequence of 
what one really is. Mr Crisp had no such choice; 
forced to be himself, he forged out his lifestyle 
accordingly. He is here, as the champion of 
‘individual's lib', (a prerequisite for any other
kind of lib, be it gay, women’s or whatever) to 
suggest ways in which we may forge our own 
brand of individualism and be happy with 
ourselves. It is not, he says, a question of seeking 
ways in which to be different from other people, 
but rather one of being more like ourselves. To 
“work from the inside out” is his only rule.
This may strike you as an intangible message 
of no great originality, and his subjective 
approach may be sniffed at by the intellectuals, 
(pause here, and name me two intellectuals 
whose lifestyle you envy) but I can assure you 
that in his hands it has a breadth of meaning and 
application that will surprise, provoke and make 
you think. It may sound too like a pretty heavy 
evening in the theatre, but that is my fault. Few 
have the ability to speak with a serious intent in 
an entertaining way. Mr Crisp has it. “I don’t 
have to be boring in order to be believed”, and 
again, quoting Byron: “just because I’m smiling, 
don’t imagine 1 don’t mean what' I say.”
At the time I met him, he was just about to 
leave for Brisbane where he opened his 
Australian tour, but before he left he hoped to 
squeeze in a performance of Dame Edna’s so 
that he might tune in more to the psyche of Oz. 
He did expect a certain amount of hostility in 
the Queensland capital, though it is certainly not 
his intention to offend. He was however not 
unduly nervous — “1 have nothing to lose.” 
Underneath that there is. 1 am sure, a large 
amount of bravado. Bravery, not to mention 
unlimited patience, tolerance and honesty have 
characterised Mr Crisp’s entire life. I would be 
very surprised if the audiences at H M Theatre 
in Brisbane did not emerge, as I did from my 
interview, with the pervasive feeling that they 
had met a remarkable and very likeable man. In 
fact, if he was appearing here in Kabuki, 1 would 
unhesitatingly nominate him for this year’s 
national living treasure award.
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Playwrights
Discovered
Richard Murphett
In February the Australian Performing 
Group advertised in the national press for 
playwrights to apply for three script 
development grants of $2,000, made possible by 
Literature Board funding. The aim was to spread 
the news as widely as possible to attract the 
attention of writers with an interest, but little or 
no experience, in writing for the theatre, as well 
as those with completed scripts. For this reason 
we asked for either completed scripts or 
synopses, with the condition that the writer fell 
willing and able to work with the group on 
reworking the play if this was necessary; and 
likewise we offered any help in development of 
the scripts or ideas chosen. This condition acted 
as a spur to the majority of the entrants. As one 
writer from a town in Western Australia put it; 
“it's hard to write for theatre if you haven't had 
a piece of the action". And the failures and 
problems evident in most of the writing were 
largely a result of lack of working knowledge of 
how to envisage the material as live action. This 
led to either an inaccessibly privatised obsession 
or symbology; or a deadening question and 
answer dialogue which gets the thesis out while 
systematically crushing the play; or fussy details 
of character and plot which drown the central 
spark of an idea. What these writers need is 
contact with a theatre company or a chance to 
see their work performed. Of the playwrights we 
have chosen, only one has had a full length play 
professionally produced before, and only one has 
completed as much as a first draft of a projected 
play.
There was great diversity of style and content 
in the work submitted — from sex comedies to 
historical pageants, from Dick Powell to the 
1975 coup. But there was always a lot of familiar 
ground covered in outworn ways and some, 
though not many, too ambitious for a low 
subsidy professional theatre company.
The recipients of the grants are:
Barry Dickens for his play Fool's Shoe Hotel. 
Mr Dickens' plays have been performed at La 
Mama and the Pram Factory under private 
backing. Fool's Shoe Hotel is a boarding house 
for old actors. It houses a retired, bitter comic, a 
retired trapeze artist, a retired bird imitator, a 
talking dog and other left over paraphenalia of 
the vaudeville world. It is a world of compulsive 
performance vying with rampant gluttony, as 
wild prophetic tirades are grounded by the sad, 
menial concerns and petty obsessions of old age. 
As Mr Dickens says; “There is nothing as sad, as 
pedantic and as impressive as a dozen pork 
sausages at three in the morning". Fool's Shoe 
Hotel will be presented at the Pram Factory in 
August/September this year.
Stephen Stewell for his play The Dead Wood. 
Mr Sewell is a Queensland writer who has had a 
play produced recently at La Boite. The Dead 
Wood's theme is the nature of 
political/revolutionary activity in circumstances 
which have discredited the theory and practice 
of the party one is working for. Anna, an 
anarchist partisan fighter, and Alexander, a 
young bolshevik are lovers, on the run from the 
Russian secret police and caught in a barn in 
Nazi occupied Northern Russia in 1941. The 
play is incomplete, but the material at hand 
demonstrates an incisive ear for the detail of 
intimate chatter and all the sharp wit and sharp 
tongues that it displays in times of stress. The 
Dead Wood will be presented at the Pram early 
next year.
We split the third grant between:
Stephen Mastare for his planned play My Life 
My Children. Mr Mastare’s first play Pharlap 
was shown at the Pram in 1976. In My Life My 
Children he is intrigued with the huge change 
that the second world war wrought on 
Australian family life, particularly on Australian 
women who were the first to feel and spread the 
effects of the first cultural input that was not 
from Britain and that had nationwide impact — 
American cultural imperialism.
Terry Maher for his planned play Hard to 
Come By. Mr Maher is a Melbourne journalist. 
Hard to Come By deals with white collar crime 
and the highs and lows of an ambitious 
businessman. A kind of middle class catholic 
corporate tragedy it is modelled not too closely 
on the rise and fall of one of our recent financial 
commanders.
These two plays will also be presented at the 
Pram next year. In addition we are negotiating 
with several other entrants with a view to full 
productions of their work or its inclusion in 
public workshops and playreading performances 
planned for 1979.
The script development grants were an 
intensified process of what the APG does all the 
time — the reading and discussion of new 
material. The process was lengthy and the 
rewards satisfactory. And we hope that for those 
many writers with whom we have corresponded 
it has been worthwhile, if for no more than 
shaking dust out of old. worn scripts, or bringing 
long cherished ideas to air for the first time.
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To:
Circulation Manager,
Opera Australia 
P.O. Box R223,
Royal Exchange, NSW 2000 
I enclose my cheque for $ ...............
Please send the next 12 issues of 
Opera Australia to:
Name ...................................................
Address .................................................
.............................  Postcode..............
NEED
OPERA AUSTRALIA 
ALL THE 
NATIONAL NEWS
INTERVIEWS WITH VISITING 
PERSONALITIES, 
BACKGROUND MATERIAL ON 
BOTH NATIONAL AND 
REGIONAL COMPANY 
PRODUCTIONS.
THE COMPREHENSIVE 
MONTHLY 
OPERA NEWSPAPER
SUBSCRIBE NOW: 
ONLY $4 ANNUALLY
You win some...
Richard
Fotheringham on 
Queensland’s 
reaction to the 
Popular Theatre 
Troupe.
It was a quarter to eight in the morning, and 
the caller had rung from a private number where 
no-one would overhear. “The police were in 
yesterday asking for information about the 
Popular Theatre Troupe”, the voice said. “I 
thought you ought to know”.
A year later, another phone call. Some of our 
members had performed at a Civil Liberties 
Rally in Brisbane's Festival Hall. This time it 
was the Queensland Department of Cultural 
Affairs ringing, asking if it was our company 
which had been involved. It was the only time 
the Queensland Government had approached us 
on any subject; and in April this year the token 
annual $2000 we’d extracted from their 
reluctant coffers was withdrawn.
In retrospect our problems started in 
Gladstone in 1976. The Amalgamated Metal 
Workers Union had asked us if we would 
perform after an early morning stop work 
meeting at the alumina refinery. It seemed 
appropriate, since our show The Millionaires' 
Handicap dealt with the treatment of aboriginal 
people by the Cape York aluminium mining 
companies, so we agreed. It was one of our best 
memories: setting up at 6 am while a thousand 
men stood nearby discussing their dispute with 
the company and, after they’d voted to strike, 
finding that 600 of them were prepared to 
endure drizzling rain for another three quarters 
of an hour to watch our show before going 
home.
The repercussions were immediate. The local 
catholic priest cancelled a booking we’d made in 
his hall for a public performance; we were 
suddenly denied access to the powerhouse where 
a show had been arranged; and throughout 
Queensland we found company industrial 
officers who had heard ill of us and who went 
out of their way to obstruct our right to perform 
to their workers. Some weeks later, the first 
evidence of police surveillance began to appear.
The Popular Theatre Troupe is an eight 
member professional theatre company based in 
Brisbane which began in 1975 with the original 
production of The White Man s Mission, a study 
of racism in Australia directed by Albert Hunt.
It was part missionary meeting where white 
men preached Christianity and practised 
genocide, and part variety show where 
aborigines were tricked out of their land and 
patronised to death. This celebrated production 
won the Troupe an invitation to perform at the
1976 Adelaide Festival of the Arts, and later had 
a successful London season.
In Ladies ’ Day, our recent play about women 
in the workforce, a male tailor performs a magic 
trick:
Tailor: Now watch carefully. See this coat? 
Notice that it has no hands, nothing hidden in 
the lining, and nothing up the sleeves. This is 
because it is a coat made by a female tailor. 
Notice also the crooked stitching, the threadbare 
collar, and the understrength fabric. Note that 
there is nothing in this hat. (Turns hat upside 
down, a rabbit falls out) Nothing that is except a 
few silly socialists who believe women should 
have the same right to work as men. (Throws 
away rabbit) There is now nothing in the hat. I 
place the coat in the hat, turn around three
times, say the magic words “Jobs for men only 
means more money for men only” and hey 
presto (pulls out same coat) Straight stitching, a 
stiff collar, and sturdy fabric, because it’s a coat 
made by a male tailor! (Everyone applauds 
except the female tailors and the employers 
agree to employ only men in that industry).
That short scene is a good example of the way 
in which the Popular Theatre Troupe has tried 
to explain historical and contemporary injustices 
in terms of popular entertainment. Because 
we’ve avoided wherever possible formal theatres 
with all their social implications, we’ve had to 
devise non-stop entertainments, strong enough 
to hold an audience in the distracting 
surroundings of a worksite, a barbecue, or a 
prison compound. And since we research our 
facts carefully, avoid giving obvious offence by 
the use of bad language, and support no political 
party, we’ve tried to have the courage to 
perform anywhere to anyone.
But it is also true that our shows are factual 
representations of some of the more hideous 
aspects of Australian life, and if they work as
they should then they will threaten people 
whose entrenched attitudes and prosperity 
requires the suppression of those facts. The 
White Man's Mission for example deeply 
threatened the people at a hotel cararet evening 
in the central Queensland town of Emerald. 
They’d just recently solved their aboriginal 
'problem' by having the police round up every 
black in town and putting them on a goods train 
to Mount Isa. They were politely appreciative of 
the show — it s hard to take open offence at 
good quality presentations — and it was only 
when we tried to arrange a return visit a year 
later that a sympathiser told us why we’d met 
with a blank refusal.
You lose a few; you win a few. We were doing 
The Millionaires' Handicap for a Pensioners’ 
League meeting in Brisbane. We were waiting to 
begin, and the pensioners’ meeting was taking 
place. A fierce and ramrod stiff old lady was 
speaking against the continued refusal of state 
and federal governments to provide funds for 
the Leagues. Senior Citizen’s Centres — which 
she witheringly dismissed as “Tory institutions” 
— get substantial funding, but Pensioners’ 
Leagues get not one penny. A fellow actor, 
who’d earlier expressed some reservations 
about performing our play in such
circumstances, suddenly grinned and turned to 
me. “The thing I keep forgetting” he said, “is 
that the world really isn't the way they try to tell 
you it is.”
If the work of the Popular Theatre Troupe is 
socially committed, our commitment is summed 
up by that fact. If we’re subversive then it’s 
because we articulate the view that people 
shouldn’t buy their social problems a one way 
rail ticket out of town. In Queensland that’s 
sufficient cause to be shunned, ignored, locked 
out, slandered, investigated, defamed, spied 
upon, and economically crippled. Fortunately 
it’s also to be applauded, supported, challenged, 
argued with, and understood.
Richard Fotheringham has been a writer and 
director with the Popular Theatre Troupe since 
its inception.
PLAYLAB
(QUEENSLAND PLAYWRIGHTS LABORATORY)
★  Script Reading Service
★  Workshopping Facilities
★  Rehearsed Readings
★  Full Productions
★  Publication by Playlab Press
TREADMILL by Lorna Bol 
THE BOTTOM OF A BIRDCAGE
by Helen Haenke
TWO QUEENSLAND ONE-ACT PLAYS 
FOR FESTIVALS 
• Vacancy by Ron Hamilton 
• Churchyard by Paul Collings
($3.00 each — post free)
For information write to 
HON.SEC.PLAYLAB 
41 CULGOOLA ST., KEDRON, Q. 4031
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ROCKY HORROR HORRORS?
“Queensland theatre is reeling in shock. The 
twelfth Night Company has suddenly seen the 
chopper in the executioner’s hand; the Popular 
Theatre Troupe has had its state support 
withdrawn; the Queensland Theatre Company’s 
secondary schools’ programme was withdrawn 
by the Education Department and censored 
(amongst other complaints twelve teachers from 
Monto said that the extract from Oedipus 
supported patricide!) What put even these 
sensations in the shade was the sudden collapse 
of the Rocky Horror Show, with the Fraud 
Squad being called in, and a lot of innocent 
people suddenly finding themselves liable for 
huge unpaid bills.
The ascertainable facts are these: Rocky 
Horror was staged by G & M Promotions at the 
old Rialto Theatre in Brisbahe's suburb of West 
End, opening on May 5th for a six weeks 
minimum run. The show was directed by Bryan 
Nason, and provided work for many of 
Queensland’s unemployed actors and 
technicians. There were doubts about the 
financial assets of the promoters early in the 
season, when a cheque to Nason for his directing 
fee bounced; it was re-presented and honoured. 
The actors were paid for the first four weeks of 
the run, but were told on the Friday of the fifth 
week that they wouldn’t be paid that day. The 
show folded the next Monday and a meeting of 
creditors on Tuesday 13th June began to piece 
together the incredible story.
Apparently G & M Promotions was formed 
by Graham McCoubrie who was also 
Productions Manager at the Queensland 
Theatre Company. He claimed to have southern 
backers — allegedly two friends from
Melbourne who’d put in only a thousand dollars 
or so each. It’s also alleged that McCoubrie 
financed the venture by using a Queensland 
Theatre Company order book to get credit, and 
told several QTC personnel that the Queensland 
Theatre Company had “OK’d” their 
involvement. McCoubrie was given leave of 
absence from the QTC and was later sacked.
The creditors’ meeting put G & M’s total 
debts at a very conservative $28,000, with 
$70,000 being mentioned as a more realistic 
figure. The QTC is the major creditor; other 
financial losers are Harry M Miller (rights), 
Radio Station 41P (advertising) the Queensland 
Ballet (costumes), the Rialto owners (rent), the 
caterers for the incredibly lavish champagne and 
hors d’oeuvre opening night; the actors and 
technicians; and those who’d paid for advance 
bookings.
McCoubrie has left town. It looks like the 
bananalanders were ripe for the picking.”
HALF A TICK
HELEN HAAQ
“The idea started in America; when Stephan 
was in New York last year he noticed the queues 
in Times Square at lunchtime for half price 
tickets for that day’s performances and thought 
what a good idea it was. It has been slow taking 
off in Sydney, starting last September. Everyone 
who hears of it thinks it’s the best thing that ever 
happened, but we can’t advertise until we’re 
making more money! The little we have done 
has worked very well. It would be financially 
viable if we were doing double the business we 
are now.
We cater for theatre lovers who can’t afford 
the current prices — and there are a lot of them. 
We ring the theatres at eleven o’clock each 
morning to find out what unsold tickets they can 
allocate for us to sell at half price for that night’s 
performance. On Friday we do it for the whole 
weekend. The only ones who don’t work with us 
are the Australian Ballet — although they don’t 
have full houses every day, and the Regent. 
We’ve been at the MLC centre who have very, 
kindly found us a nook, until now we’re at the 
Mayfair Theatre. Half A Tick is really a 
community service, to tourists as well. What we 
make out of it is the normal booking fee.”
ILLUMINATIS CONTROVERSY
KEITH QALLASCH, Chairm an of ACT
Illuminatis the marathon S F play be Ken 
Campbell and Chris Langham was to be staged 
by the APG in the Space in the 1978 Festival of 
Arts. It all fell through. SA’s Association of 
Community Theatres intended in November 
this year to present at least four news plays by
ACT member groups and writers in the Space. 
However Tony Frewin of the Festival Centre 
suggested that ACT undertake Illuminatis if 
possible using Campbell as director and that the 
Centre would back the whole deal. It was in 
many respects a generous offer towards the 
amateur and semi-professional members of 
ACT, but when John Kirby of the Sunday Mail 
reported that negotiations were under way to get 
Campbell out here (negotiations were not in fact 
this far advanced) he added that the Festival 
Centre was not happy with the standard of 
previous ACT seasons in the Space. Not 
surprisingly this unleashed a great deal of wrath 
from local theatre people. In the meantime ACT 
unanimously decided to go ahead with its 
original plan and therefore reject Frewin’s offer, 
thinking it better to back local groups and local 
playwrights at a time (1) when SA playwrighting 
is flourishing and can boast the names Ken 
Ross, David Allen, Malcolm Purcell, Rob 
George, and Steve Spears all of whom have had 
grass roots support from ACT and its members, 
and (2) when it has become increasingly 
expensive for groups to mount productions even 
given the Dunstan Government’s generous 
theatre rental subsidy scheme. Kirby’s response 
in the Mail to all of this was a charge of 
parochialism and this happened to coincide with 
(1) Alan Roberts account in the Advertiser of a 
“dearth of good local plays” and (2) Actor's 
Equity getting two important motions through 
the local ALP conference, both seconded by 
Dunstan (an Equity member) himself and both 
in support of local alternative theatre. Add to all 
of this a dash of local hostility to the domination 
of the theatre scene by English persons (not 
excluding the aforementioned critics) 
particularly in the SATC and you have an 
understandably tense situation. Contrary to the 
position of Roberts and Kirby, ACT feels that 
there is a great potential in the local theatre 
scene which needs nurturing, and seeing that 
ACT is the only organization in SA seriously 
concerned with local writing, it will continue to 
aid in that nurturing, allowing writers to have 
plays read, workshopped and produced thus 
allowing them success and the opportunity to 
learn through mistakes.
SACKCLOTH AND SWEAT
MURRAY COPLAND
“It’s exciting to be given a chance to re-think 
and re-direct my revue Gargoyles for the 
Melbourne Theatre Company. I know there 
were many who saw my original production at 
the 1974 Adelaide Festival who felt, as I did, 
that Robert Essex’s hilarious, bravura 
embodiment of ten amazingly different roles — 
ladies as well as gents — deserved to be far more
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widely seen. How fortunate we are that Robert 
is available for our spot in August which is when 
David Downer, of the MTC’s regular company, 
has just enough time free between shows to 
squeeze in eleven performances as the other half 
of the zany two-man team. Those who think of 
David as typically the handsome juv. lead are in 
for a surprise when they’re confronted by his 
manifold appearances in Gargoyles — for what 
its sketches have in common is not only their 
anonymous origin in the most outrageously 
bawdy reaches of medieval European drama, 
but the larger-than-life fantasy of their 
characterisation.
This production won’t be by any means a 
carbon-copy of my Adelaide original. It will be 
the first full production mounted in the old Art 
Gallery upstairs at the Athenaeum Theatre — 
the space which the MTC’s exciting and 
enterprising programme of Tributary 
Productions has made its own. So this version of 
Gargoyles can be even more intimate and 
immediate than before, and I want to try an 
even rougher, gutsier approach. By the way, 
those who are shockable had better stay away — 
the medievals could be very blunt! Sackcloth and 
sweat will be the keynotes. After all, these are 
supposed to be fairground entertainers 
drumming up an audience from a rowdy 
medieval mob.
Several people have already asked me if the 
costumes will be as sexy as last time. I can’t 
make any promises, but we’ll do our best...”
FIRST OZ SPECTACULAR 
TO EDINBURGH
JOHN STREHLOW, D irector, Triad  
Stage A lliance.
“We are a company based in Adelaide which 
specialises in performing to children and young 
people. Our work has been evolved to be 
performed in schools and involves extensive 
direction of movement, less of voice, virtually no 
props or scenery, fairly basic costuming. To date 
we have performed two plays to primary age 
children, the stories of All Baba and Aladdin and 
three Shakespearian plays to high school 
children; currently we are performing a new- 
look poetry reading to secondaries which uses 
many of the techniques of our past work plus a 
few extensions into the area of voice. The 
company was formed in 1975 as a result of a 
Schools Commission grant, which has been 
virtually the only grant of any size we have 
received. Recently we were toured by the SA 
Arts Council thanks to the interest of Arnold 
Drenth in our work, which is directly in his area 
of control.
We are performing at the Edinburgh Fringe 
this year, and have been informed by the 
Administrator, Mr Alistair Moffat, that we are 
the first Australian company to do so. We are 
financing ourselves in this venture — as indeed 
in all others — and are curious to know the 
response our work will receive in a scene as 
international as the Fringe. The two children’s
plays are being done as a double billing — An 
Arabian Nights Spectacular with the poetry 
reading getting a couple of airings.”
TOE TRUCK
RAY RICHARDSON
“Toe Truck Theatre, based at the Seymour 
Entertainment Centre, University of Sydney, is 
pursuing an integrated programme on the theme 
of “Multi-Cultural Australia” for secondary 
schools. Free workshop programmes for migrant 
children are running at Dulwich High and De 
La Salle Marrickville. Performances of two 
Australian plays, Nigel Triffitt’s Juke! and Alex 
Buzo’s Norm And Ahmed, which both deal with 
racial prejudice, are used to stimulate discussion 
and follow-up work in schools. Director Robert 
Love devised another programme with third 
year NIDA students entitled Outpost. The play, 
about a Jewish immigrant family arriving at the 
time of Federation, will be presented by the 
company in first term of 1979.
The company will visit Adelaide in August for 
the NADIE and INSEA conferences and 
Brisbane in October for a Theatre-in-Education 
festival. In September, Mary Fairbrother and 
the TROIKA TIE team from South Australia 
are being brought to Sydney to work in schools 
and devise primary programmes for Toe Truck 
Theatre. The company is assisting Theatre 
Workshop, University of Sydney, with its 
Sideshow season for kids in October/December. 
The company has also worked in youth centres, 
community venues and for Inservice courses 
with the NSW Department of Education.
A second team has been brought together to 
create intensive drama workshop programmes 
and performances specially for the Far West 
region of the state. For both companies, the 
actor/teachers employed have been chosen for 
both their theatrical and educational expertise. 
1978 is both a busy and a productive year for the 
company.”
BUNNY FOR KRAKERJAX
ALAN GAUCI, K rakerjax Drama School
“Krakerjax Drama School is the result of 
Alan Gauci's daughter Angela’s great wish to 
appear on the television, which started when she 
was four and continued for four years. When he 
started looking round for somewhere Angela 
could learn drama, he came up against a great 
blank wall. Eventually he met two young people 
in their twenties who agreed to come out to 
Baulkham Hills and teach Angela and anyone 
who wanted to come along. Things took on so 
well that he converted their rumpus room into a 
studio for the children, and every week the 
studio began to gain an extra facility. A few 
months later they were able to invest nearly 
$2,000 in video equipment, camera, 
microphones, monitor etc. These were useful too 
for the ever increasing number of parents to 
watch their children on from the waiting room 
so as to avoid embarrassing the kids.
Last April Krakerjax was delighted to accept 
one of Australia's best known TV directors and 
actresses as Director of the School, Bunney 
Brooke. She teaches their one hundred and ten 
students, made up of equal numbers of children, 
teenagers and adults, in their weekly classes. 
Krakerjax charges very little for classes, they are 
well within the reach of the average family 
living in the area, and haven't risen since 1976. 
In the short time of its existence students from 
Krakerjax have appeared on television, in live 
shows and have been successful in Eisteddfods. 
Baulkham Hills Council recently offered the 
School the use of its North Rocks Community 
Centre free of charge so the school can put on a 
play for the Shire’s annual festival; directed by 
Bunney Brooke, the play will be Our Town."
ETHNIC MUSIC ASSISTANCE
JAMES MURDOCH, National D irector 
of the Australian Music Centre.
“Ms Frances Paterson has just been appointed 
to the newly created position of Ethnic Music 
Promotion Officer. The Australia Music 
Centre’s function is generally to promote and 
assist in the development of music in Australia, 
in particular Australian composers and 
musicians, and it has been active in collecting 
recordings and presenting concerts of ethnic 
music.
There are many fine Australian musicians of 
migrant backgrounds, largely unknown outside 
their own communities, whose music is part of 
strong and exciting traditions. Without some 
assistance for these musicians in contacting the 
music industry — organisations, festivals, 
recording companies, the media — opportunities 
to hear this music and for the continuity and 
growth of these traditions, will be lost. The 
appointment is on a national basis, and Ms 
Paterson will spend time in each state contacting 
community groups and individual musicians.
Frances Paterson has a wide experience with 
the media and music organisations in Australia 
(she researched and compiled the recent 
publication Directory of Australian Music 
Organisations) as well as practical experience in 
organising ethnic music concerts. Her role will 
be to act as a bridge between musicians who 
want to find wider audiences for their music and 
established organisations.”
HELPMANN TAKES OVER TOTE
DALE TURNBULL, Chairm an of the 
Tote: “Sir Robert Helpmann, Australia’s most 
distinguished theatrical son of our time, has 
been appointed Artistic Director of the Tote 
Theatre Company, Sydney. He will have 
complete artistic authority at the Tote and also 
had been appointed as a member of the 
Company’s Board.
While it is true that recently we have talked 
with a number of other people about the position
(Continued on page 44)
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Dear Sir,
Thank you for the ‘Designing Minds’ display 
in your June issue. However, I would like to 
point out that the display credited to Carol 
Passmore for Costume designs for ABC’s Ben 
Hall should have been credited to Carel 
Needham, and Peter Holderness should have 
been credited for photographs.
Yours sincerely,
Alisa C arpenter 
Adm inistrator, D.A.P.A.
(Designers Association in the  
Perform ing Arts)
Dear Sir,
NIDA, like a great white God, (in the 
righteous, yes even Christian indignation of 
Peter Carmody and the cold rationality of 
George Whaley), has risen and with a giant hand 
whacked out an apology from Theatre 
Australia, for printing an article which severely 
slagged its (NIDA’s) entrance procedures 
(apparently the accompanying article praising 
the place was permitted).
I feel that with active heated dissent, genuine 
argument and conflict so necessary in
Australian theatre now — this is all rather 
disturbing. NIDA rocks a large part of the 
cradle.
Bea Star’s article “But what about the 
ingredients”, related as the experience of one 
particular girl to her NIDA audition is totally 
justifiable. I wish her objective had been more 
defined in writing the article, rather than the 
bitchy tinge of wanting to “hit back”, because 
she did touch valid points. None of which were 
answered in either Peter Carmody’s or George 
Whaley’s replies. She was rather haughtily 
pushed aside, as “bad form".
Whaley claimed she “distorted thé facts”. The 
“facts” are not points 1-9 on a clean sheet of 
paper, idealistically showing the guidelines for 
the way an audition is hoped to be run. Bea’s 
facts are those she experienced, and I defy Mr. 
Whaley to deny the possibility of her experience, 
however much he is concerned that it should not 
happen.
Can I also say here, that by the sound of it, 
these audition procedures George Whaley has 
out lined are generally the same as those used by 
the more advanced and humane drama schools 
in England. I have participated in many, as 
auditionee and later, on looker. Some were run 
by people whose motives I thoroughly respect. 
Even these auditions were at times formidable 
and totally questionable, at other times, worked 
brilliantly — reflecting nothing more than the 
relative nature of we humans, and words like 
“standards” and “abilities”. It indicates that all 
one particular acting school can do, is to attract 
people to the norms and standards it sets up
itself. Those who don’t get in, don’t fit — that’s 
all. Australia’s tragedy is that NIDA is the one 
main school (perhaps a real challenge from the 
Victorian College of the Arts is now in evidence) 
in this country. So the danger is that NIDA’s 
“norms” and “standards” become absolute, then 
the place lacks the rigorous and continual 
healthy attack it would get were there real 
alternatives to NIDA. So this defensive 
“freaking out” at a small article of attack.
I am not negating or, dismissing NIDA as a 
school, far from it. Whaley has my respect for 
the practical and concerned changes he is, I 
believe, bringing to the place. And I can 
understand his desire to get away from just that 
image Bea paints. (There was the other article.)
But Bea’s experience seems valid.
She describes bitterly types who haunt 
auditions anywhere. She is angry at the use of 
NIDA senior students who take the warm up 
sessions. A small point, but valid. I have seldom 
seen this idea work. This “I’ve made it sweetie 
and you haven’t yet” attitude, in however “nice” 
a form it emerges, is ingratiating and almost 
impossible to avoid from even the most “moral” 
of senior students.
Bea’s point about the male female ratio is 
totally valid. And NIDA can only answer that it 
is turning out students to fit into the profession 
as it now stands in Australia. More jobs are 
available for men, so they accept more men 
students. Ah ha! Do we perhaps get a glint of 
where NIDA is now! That’s OK, as long as 
NIDA can admit that there is a world wide body 
of theatre cum theatre training which is not 
concerned with training for “establishment 
theatre”, and admit that they will therefore be 
under attack from this body, on just that issue.
Then Bea’s concern with her treatment by 
staff, is her own experience. We are all 
influenced by the beautiful, the lovelies and the 
con-man in whatever fields we walk, to a larger 
or lesser degree. If, as Mr. Whaley claims, all his 
staff at NIDA are not, I shall make haste and 
retrain under this new found Mecca. (In 
fairness, Bea does not say whether, these “types” 
were those who eventually did get into NIDA.)
Bea’s final point about socio and politico “in­
groups”, is interesting. To the best of my 
knowledge, most of NIDA are white middle- 
class Australians, ranging in age groups from 18- 
27. An interesting and valid point upon which to 
meditate.
Somehow, I would have found the whole issue 
more plausible if George Whaley had been able 
to say — “I’m sorry if that was your experience, 
I’m trying for it not to happen, I know that it 
can.”
With a system that demands that over 700 
people be auditioned by a handful of tutors 1 
would say it could happen too easily.
But what really worries me is the spectacle of 
seemingly all the staff and students at NIDA 
throwing up their hands in horror at Bea s 
dangerous article. I would have hoped that 
NIDA might have welcomed the faint glimmer 
of a stirring of dissent or argument in, of all 
mags, TA. I would have hoped to see NIDA 
plunge in and seize the opportunity to scorch 
these pages with all sorts of discussion — rather 
than this defensive rush to preserve an image.
And I am sorry that TA felt it had to print an 
apology after Peter Carmody’s stamping of his 
literary foot. (Do you need the money?)
Yours sincerely,
Brigatte K ilm artin  
N.S.W.
— No — we just can’t afford the court case —
Ed.
Dear Sir,
The standard of theatre in a country is greatly 
influenced by the standard of its criticism. The 
theatre critic needs to bring to his work an 
expertise, based on his reading and experience, 
which is more specialised than that of his fellow 
theatre patrons. Good criticism provides the 
theatre-goer with criteria for discriminating.
As our national theatre magazine, and the 
only one, Theatre Australia has a vital part to 
play in measuring and improving the standard of 
theatre in this country.
Thus it was with some surprise and 
disappointment that I read Raymond Stanley’s 
review of the Melbourne Theatre Company’s 
production of The Beaux’ Stratagem (TA June, 
1978). I am not concerned here with criticising 
the production, but rather the review, which I 
found to be prosaic in style, inconsistent and 
contradictory in its comments and obsequious in 
tone.
To take the first point, expressions such as 
“every sentence appearing meaningful” and 
“again and again one blesses the revolve stage 
which speeds up the production and helps it to 
run so smoothly” are mundane and naive, and 
suggest, probably quite erroneously, that Mr 
Stanley is an unsophisticated visitor to the 
theatre, dazzled by this magical world of 
pretend.
His comments are inconsistent. To attribute 
the success of the production to the “masterly 
direction” of the English director, Frank 
Hauser, on one hand and then to blame William 
Zappa for the fight scene, in which “there is a 
tendency to overplay for laughs” demonstrates a 
serious misunderstanding of both the style of the 
play and the director’s role in establishing it. In 
other words, the director must have wanted to 
emphasise the broad comedy in the play, as he 
demonstrated in the production as a whole.
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Interestingly, Mr Stanley later criticises Jennifer 
Hagan (although “criticise” is perhaps too strong 
a word for his tentative suggestion) for failing to 
“overplay”.
There seems to be a reluctance among 
Australian theatre critics to be too critical, as if 
criticism might do the industry here a great 
disservice. Even with our foremost daily 
newspaper critics there is a tendency to counter 
every critical comment with a congratulatory 
one. To mention Jennifer Hagan again, Mr 
Stanley after gently rebuking her for “frowning 
too much” and “under-playing”, concludes by 
stating that she is the only actress in the country 
who could play it so well. (I only hope she does 
not use her Mrs Sullen as the “yardstick” for her 
Electra). And what an insult to the many other 
fine actresses in this country.
Finally, the tone of the review is nostalgic and 
affectionate and offers no constructive 
comments to the serious student of the theatre. 
In his laudatory review, Mr Stanley goes as far 
as recommending that the ABC record this 
production for posterity. What!! A competent 
Australian production of an English Restoration 
comedy, recorded for posterity!
To call this production a “landmark” in 
Australian theatre is like saying that Dimboola 
is the great Australian play. Perhaps if Mr 
Stanley is looking for “landmarks” in Australian 
theatre he should consider the Australian 
Performing Group’s productions of Stretch o f 
the Imagination, and It's a Mad World My 
Masters or Nimrod’s production of Comedy o f 
Errors, to name but a few.
Theatre Australia; may I appeal to you to 
maintain your high standard of theatrical 
journalism by presenting only discriminating 
and penetrating reviews.
Yours faithfully,
Ms Lesley Hardcastle  
Ashburton, Vic.
Dear Sir,
It is not, and never has been, my practice to 
reply to criticism, however adverse, when it is 
reasonably based.
David Gyger’s ‘review’ in your recent issue on 
the subject of the Australian Opera’s 
programmes for primary school students does 
not, however, in my opinion fall into this 
category. I have no quarrel with Mr. Gyger’s 
observations on either the works themselves or 
the production of them. It is his clear perogative 
to express his opinion and I would defend his 
right to do so whatever his criticisms may be.
I take exception, on the other hand, to a 
number of bland assumptions of fact which he 
makes, for which, to the best of my certain 
knowledge, he can have no grounds. I believe, 
too, that in reviewing any work it is only fair and 
reasonable for the critic to state under what 
circumstances he or she observed it.
Let me state the facts as I understand them:
1. Mr Gyger’s review was unsolicited, as it is 
my practice not to encourage formal reviews of 
programmes designed for children.
2. Mr Gyger attended a preview performance 
of the Opera-Go-Round programme presented 
for members of the Australian Opera adminis­
trative staff and their children at which the bulk 
of the audience were adults.
3. Mr Gyger has not, to my knowledge, 
attended any performances given in classrooms 
in schools which is the condition for which they 
were designed and in which the participatory 
elements in both works can best be seen in 
operation. If Mr Gyger wishes to see in what 
sense they may be regarded as educational 
perhaps he would care to read the feedback 
forms which are completed by teachers after 
each performahce.
4. Mr Gyger has assumed, for some bizarre 
reason, that Professor Kobalt’s Kinetic 
Kontraption and Sid the Serpent Who Wanted 
to Sing are intended as an introduction to formal 
opera performances. Certainly he cannot have 
gleaned this information from any printed or 
verbal information originating from the 
Australian Opera as it has never been a claim 
which we have made, and indeed, it forms no 
part of the company’s policy in respect of this 
programme. The aim of our policy at the 
primary school level is simply to provide for 
children in the classroom an experience of live 
performance in which the activity of singing is 
predominant. Questions of ‘an introduction to 
opera' or direct comparisons with adult 
repertoire are irrelevant. Mr Gyger may disagree 
with this policy, but let him first inform himself 
about it — as he, more than any other journalist 
in this country, has more than an adequate 
opportunity of doing.
Mr Gyger then proceeds to draw a 
comparison with a programme which he has 
seen in Queensland. I know the programme and 
I respect both its intentions and its achievements 
but the fact is its aims are quite different. It is 
intended, quite reasonably, as an introduction to 
formal opera. Ours is not. To pursue Mr Gyger’s 
line of reasoning would be to argue that it would 
be better to do a potted version of Verdi’s La 
Traviata than The Sound o f Music if what you 
had set out to do was The Sound o f Music.
He may be right to argue that one is better 
than the other, but if criticism is to be reduced to 
the level of ‘what a pity X is doing Shakespeare 
rather than Kenna’, the future for criticism is 
grim indeed.
Yours faithfully,
Justin Macdonnell 
Touring & Education Projects 
Manager
REPLY TO ABOVE LETTER 
The whole point of my comments about Sid 
and Kobalt, which I admittedly did not stress 
explicitly enough in my article in the June issue,
was that a heavily subsidised opera company 
ought to devote its educational energies to 
promoting opera rather than trying — in Mr 
Macdonnell’s words — “simply to provide for 
children in the classroom an experience of live 
performance in which the activity of singing is 
predominant.”
Since my criticisms were of the work itself and 
the fact it was being presented by the AO, and I 
did not comment either on the standard of the 
performance or the audience reaction, the fact I 
attended a preview performance is hardly 
relevant to this discussion.
I do not object to Sid, Kobalt, The Sound of 
Music, rock groups or community sing-alongs as 
such: merely feel that evangelising them is not 
the AO’s province. In view of the official title of 
the program involved, and the fact that it is 
presented by the Australian Opera, those who 
attend — and their parents — can be pardoned 
for thinking it is intended as an introduction to 
opera and not something else.
David Gyger 
G reenw ich, NSW
Dear Sir,
Whilst I was delighted with Ray Stanley’s 
warmly enthusiastic response to my production 
of Richard III for the MTC (May issue) I wish to 
correct a false impression given by your 
reviewer:
I did not direct The Revengers Tragedy. I was 
responsible however, for initially suggesting the 
play to John Sumner and for doing some of the 
early work with the designer Kris Fredrikson.
Yours sincerely,
MICK RODGER 
MTC, Melbourne
Dear Sir,
We were recently given, by an unknown 
donor, a large picture frame containing forty 
photographs of Maud Jeffries and Julius Knight 
in the costume of the many productions they 
appeared in. Presumably the picture is of value 
in some way, but we cannot find out who these 
two people were.
The whole picture appears to be about 1920 
vintage, and the photographs were assembled by 
a photographer "of Sydney and Melbourne”, so 
presumably the two people were Australian. 
Their costumes indicate they could have been in 
opera.
We have looked through a number of 
theatrical and musical Who's Who at the 
National Library in Canberra, but can find no 
reference to them. Can you suggest where we 
might be able to obtain a short biography?
Yours faithfully,
W.P. Ryan,
Vice President,
Canberra Repertory Society
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Ray Stanley’s
WHISPERS
RUMOURS
One of the highlights for me of the recent 
theatre scene has been Steven Berkoffs East, 
surprisingly, because I hadn’t expected to enjoy 
it. My only fear is that it will have an influence 
on others here to copy it, and it just can’t be 
done. Australians have to do their own thing in 
their own way ... Another highlight has been 
that very clever, likeable and original comedian 
Chris Langham. Maybe his show could have 
done with some cutting, but one hopes he’ll be 
returning sometime.
Seems to be a very strong possibility Myrna 
Loy will be touring in a play here early next year 
... And the blockbuster attractions to be 
presented by Michael Edgley next year will 
possibly include concerts given by Julie Andrews 
if negotiations now taking place are successful... 
A reader of Theatre Australia, Bill Abbott, has 
corrected my recent assertion that we have no 
film directors who have graduated from the 
stage. Quite rightly he instances the case of Jim 
Sharman, whose films I never have been able to 
catch up on, but hope eventually to see The
Night The Prowler. Thanks Bill, sorry Jim.
Setting something of a precedent in Australia, 
actor-musical comedy writer Frank Howson 
(who’s writing a musical about gangster Squizzy 
Taylor) has a record single out with two of his 
own songs on: “Killing Ourselves” and “Busis 
Street”. The LP of the Howson/Ferrier musical 
The Boy Who Dared to Dream deserves to be 
more widely known ... Understand there’s a 
possibility Robert Helpmann will be turning 
Wuthering Heights into a ballet. Apparently not 
so long ago he had the 1939 Olivier-Merle 
Oberon picture run through specially for him, 
and indicated he was thinking along those lines 
... Wonder how many people have noticed the 
uncanny resemblance Quentin Crisp bears to 
Doris Fitton.
Am constantly hearing of one particular 
dramatic critic who embarrasses managements 
by submitting plays he has written. Naturally 
they don’t want to upset him, b u t ... It would be 
easier all round if said critic would submit such 
plays in the first place under a pseudonym, but 
maybe he has not that much faith in his work. 
Perhaps some guidelines ought to be set down 
for people involved in dual capacities of 
playwrights and critics.
Not surprisingly, John Truscott’s sets and 
costumes for the Victoria State Opera 
Company’s production of Idomeneo left 
everyone gasping with admiration. Question is: 
Why hasn’t he been brought back long ago for 
the Australian Opera, Australian Ballet or one 
of the state subsidized drama companies? Is he 
going to be allowed to stagnate in Hollywood all 
over again?... And talking of the Victorian State 
Opera, bouquets to them for giving away free 
such impressive and informative programmes, 
when the prices of those issued for other
theatrical attractions are going up by leaps and 
bounds.
My old friend Robert Alderton sends me a 
copy of Auckland’s Mercury Theatre 10th 
anniversary souvenir programme. He is 
executive director of the theatre and one is full 
of admiration for what the Mercury has 
achieved in ten years: 110 plays which include 
offerings such as The Caucasian Chalk Circle, 
Marat-Sade and Hadrian Vilas well as musicals 
like Canterbury Tales and Man o f La Mancha. 
Future attractions include The Rivals, Alan 
Bennett’s Habeas Corpus and Robert Bolt’s 
State o f Revolution. Maybe one day a Mercury 
company will tour Australia. I guess quite a few 
of the New Zealanders who have migrated here 
will have acted at the Mercury. Like Robert Van 
Mackelenberg for instance.
I suppose Moira Carleton, who died recently, 
will be known best for her portrayal of Olive 
Turner in Bellbird, yet for many years she did 
sterling work on the stage, both for the St. 
Martin’s and MTC. Not many people appear to 
be aware that English-born Moira came from a 
theatrical family. Her grandfather, Royce 
Carleton, was a West End actor and her father, 
who also bore the same name, was an actor and 
playwright. An uncle, Charles Cartwright, was 
an actor-manager. Moira had varied repertory 
experience in English rep in the early ’30s. This 
included working with the Broadhead Repertory 
Players at Bury (where she became godmother 
to actress Mollie Redmond’s daughter Moira, 
called after her). With her Australian husband, 
Alan Matheson, she ran the Macclesfield 
Repertory from 1934 until departing for 
Australia in December 1938. Apart from 
directing plays and being a top radio actress, she 
was also a very active member of Actors’ Equity.
MUSICALS FOR AMATEUR SOCIETIES AND
SCHOOLS
J.C. Williamson Theatres Limited holds the amateur rights for many popular musicals, including great 
shows of the past with music by Lehar, Friml, Romberg, Jerome Kern, Victor Herbert and Lionel 
Monckton. Every one of these shows has been a success on the professional stage. Why not have 
your school or Amateur Musical Society do their own production of one of them? You can choose 
from many wonderful shows including the following:—
BRIGADOON PAINT YOUR WAGON
THE SENTIMENTAL BLOKE THE DESERT SONG 
MAID OF THE MOUNTAINS THE MERRY WIDOW
THE ARCADIANS THE CHOCOLATE SOLDIER A COUNTRY GIRL
THE COUNT OF LUXEMBOURG WILDFLOWER THE GAIETY GIRL
MAN OF LA MANCHA 
THE NEW MOON 
OUR M ISS GIBBS
KATINKA 
GOING UP
SALLY HIGH JINKS VIKTORIA AND HER HUSSAR THE QUAKER GIRL
☆  New shows available soon — VAMP (the Vampire musical), GRAB ME A GONDOLA
For further information contact Mr J Bryson, Amateur Rights Department,
Her Majesty’s Theatre, Exhibition Street, MELBOURNE 3000. ’Phone: 633-3211.
Costumes for the above shows and may others are available from J.C. Williamson Hire Department, Cohen Place, Melbourne, 3000. 
Bookings accepted 1 2 months in advance. For free quote ring Melbourne (03) 633 2406.
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THE NATIONALTHEATRE COMPANY
PRESENTS THKATRE IN E M M IM
TERM 3,1978
L to R. IGOR SAS (Actor)
ANDREW ROSS (Director)
DAVID KENNEDY (Actor)
ROSS COLI ¡Acton
RICHARD TULLOCH (Writer in Residence) 
and LOUISE GRIFFIN (Actor).
KASPAJACK
by Richard Tulioch For years 1 -3 students
DRINK THE MERCURY
Devised bv the Belgrade Coventry For years 4-9 students
T.I.E. Team, U.K.
RED EARTH
Devised by the National Theatre Company For years 4-9 students 
T.I.E. team, Perth. W.A.
These three new T.I.E. presentations have recently returned from 
a highly successful country tour:
“ It was the best produced and managed performance that I can recall 
being presented in aschool andthethoroughnesswasevidentthrough- 
out the extended visit.” -  Mr Gordon Smith, Principal, North Kalgoorlie P.S. 
(KASPAJACK, DRINK THE MERCURY and RED EARTH)
“ I would like to express my admiration for the standard of the 
production in all aspects. Not only do the children appreciate the real 
purpose of theatre but their response to the performance was enthus­
iastic. The^iassroom discussion which followed as a result of my year 
6 and 7 children attending the plays was most stimulating and fruitful.”
-M r  N.B. Williams, Deputy Principal, Primary School, Ravensthorpe.
(DRINK THE MERCURY and RED EARTH)
The National Theatre Company, T.I.E., which presented CUPID-IN- 
TRANSIT, WINNERS, EUREKA and MAN FRIDAY continues to 
make available to schools, the very best in live theatre.
The National Theatre Company gratefully acknowledges the financial 
assistance of The Australia Council, The W.A. Arts Council, 
the W.A. Education Department anc^the Schools Commission.
NATIONAL THEATRE COMPANY, 3 PIER STREET, PERTH. W.A. 6000. PHONE: 325 3344
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EAST AND AUSTRALIA
Yes. We have enjoyed A ustralia and I 
think A ustralia has been enjoying us at 
least it seems th a t way. From  when we first 
touched down in Adelaide in 95° heat and 
threw ourselves into the blissful, briny sea 
we have been welcomed and many hands 
have clasped ours and fallen into our 
shoulders — our stom achs have been filled 
at barbeques, and our parchm enty- 
English pimply skins have been caressed 
and sm oothed by the soft waning Summ er 
sun, our m ouths kissed, our passions 
assuaged and our ears seduced with 
trinkling music of praise. Truly we m ust 
not com plain and it would be churlish to 
do so since we find the Ozy’s warm hearted 
and kindly — charitable and concerned. 
And the audiences have been good they 
respond more from the gut than English 
audiences and whelp and yelp a lot.
Since the “ scandal” blew up in the 
South A ustralian parliam ent about our 
“ filthy play” m uch attention  was drawn to 
its prem iere in Adelaide. But the night was 
ours as well as our nerves and we all 
celebrated with th a t great Ozy im pressario 
Eric D are who had the foreskin to bring us 
over here — or ra ther sight. He has risked 
many outre ventures and in the end may 
have lost a little money on our Sydney 
season b u t it seems th a t in the great 
A ustralian bush few others have taken the 
k ind of risks he has. After the first night in 
Adelaide we had  dinner in a shit-house 
restau ran t with the Prem ier, Don 
D unstan , who was fascinating to talk  to 
particularly referring to aboriginal art. 
while Eric D are did wild im personations of 
F rank  Thring whom I had not heard  of 
before, b u t the im personation rem inded 
me of an old ham  actor so I assumed tha t 
he acted it. W ell the company were 
reduced to painful looks and concern for 
Mr. D unstan  lest he threw up b u t he 
seemed to like it and so did we all and 
adm ired his bravura, if not his im persona­
tion. O ur Business M anager at this time 
laughed loudest since he was engaged in 
clinker picking and prom oting new shows 
to sell to Eric.
After this, the show took a fortune in 
Adelaide which it prom ptly lost in Sydney 
at a urinal called the New Arts, where each 
seat tha t clacked upw ard sent an echo 
round the building rem inding us of a 
vacating bum . The reviews were astound­
ing — really hum bling and again the Press 
welcomed us like a b rea th  of fresh sea air 
in a room full of old farters. Sweet 
adjectives and superlatives were hurled at
us like confetti at a bride and we thought 
we were laughing — we were, the audience 
weren’t there to laugh. Raincoats came 
first b u t East was not a sex show, it is first 
and forem ost a play bound together with 
strong sense of verse, dense prose, mime, 
dynamic acting and clowning. It is a gush 
— an orgasmic gush maybe bu t not spotty 
enough for the “ Let my people spunk” 
brigade. O ne or two of the Press were a b it 
hung up about “ don’t bring your A unt 
E dna” which kept some serious punters 
away who thought it m ight be cod/cam p 
which people here love so much. Strange 
how m uch theatre  here is sexist or gay. The 
successful shows seen at the New Arts were 
the gay ones, Rocky Horror, Flowers, Reg 
Livermore, Benjam in Franklin  etc. Female 
im personators abound — while raunchy
steam ing heterosexual plays, or the des­
cription of this, was hard  set to find an 
audience.
Usually, although not always, one of the 
m anifestations of decadence in the theatre 
is where men drag up — where no vision is 
left bu t for the clotted wit of satirising the 
foibles of women. Some notable exception 
obviously exist — when energy and power 
has gone we rifle around the drawers for a 
suspender belt. W hen in New York, Berlin 
or Paris there existed a vital prodding 
theatre, its demise was usually m arked by 
transvestite shows. But in Ozy land the 
theatre seems not yet to have had a great 
hay-day and has avoided its renaissance 
and opted straight away for decay. It 
m anaged to leap over the obstacle of 
creating a great ensemble bu t em ulated
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instead the worst of the worst English reps. 
The system of play by play casting with its 
lim ited pay offs and dim inishing returns. 
Actors who work together for weeks then 
split up — no development or unity of the 
physicafand psychic energies of the actors. 
A ustralia with its great sun and health ­
giving seas could produce a strong physical 
theatre as great as the Polish m im e — but 
m ust start from the power and the health 
of the perform er. At NIDA when I did 
some workshops I witnessed enorm ous 
potential and lavas of energy bu t who will 
continue to tra in  it for anything worth 
while after they leave. There is some talent 
here no doubt in the directing of plays, but 
there needs to be an A ustralian or 
European vision and not the W orthing 
Rep one. I couldn’t see m uch since we were 
playing every night bu t w hat I did see 
showed me th a t there is some potential 
there bu t lam entable lack of vision or 
originality.
The most astounding experience was 
seeing Chorus Line  and being am azed at 
people here who could sing and dance and 
act. A perfect ensemble tha t has been 
together for a year and nearly all 
A ustralian. W atching the New South 
Wales D ance Company rehearse was also a 
great experience and I can see how dance, 
enriched by its own energy of the dancers 
and not some ideology from England, was 
able to define itself and speak, influenced 
more by the dance revolution in America. 
They are a powerful and graceful 
company. O ur actors used to go in and
watch the dancers and ogle the girls, 
beautiful both men and women. G raem e 
M urphy’s Poppy is one of the great 
examples of total theatre. We were also 
fortunate to do some classes with Don 
Asker. I missed the MTC Richard I I I  with 
Bruce Myles which sounded very in terest­
ing bu t saw Robyn Nevin as the best Miss 
Julie I have ever seen — not tha t I have 
ever seen hundreds.
By this time East picked itself up in the 
last week in Sydney and toured C anberra 
and M elbourne where it did great 
business. The first night in M elbourne at 
the beautiful Princess T heatre was 
m em orable since 100 people walked out 
bu t these were mostly papered to fill the 
enorm ous 1800 seat theatre. Among those 
walking out was F rank Thring which 
disappointed me when I was told this, 
since I wondered whether he really was as 
grotesque as E ric’s im personation. The 
next day headlines in one of the gutter 
press papers was “ Sullivans W alk O u t” . 
The two leads of The Sullivans soap opera 
had walked out m uttering to some press 
people how offensive it was while at the 
end of the evening we had the biggest 
ovation in our historic tour and rave 
reviews the next day. After tha t we never 
failed to elicit huge hoots of laughter from 
the audience when we m entioned the 
Sullivans in one improvised scene. It was 
as if they, the audience, were trying with us 
to kill off all the small m inded hypocrites 
(with their laughter).
East is a thrusting  play and an erective
play and sometimes the audience is too 
virginal or tight-arsed to accept it. bu t 
when they did. and tha t was most nights, 
they got off on us and laughed till they 
pissed down the aisle.
I’m always w anting to do more and say 
more and go further and further both in 
writing and perform ing because I feel tha t 
the fu rther you go the nearer you are. 
T h a t’s not m eant to be a sm art com m ent 
bu t a statem ent of intent. To confess your 
dream s, horrors and fantasies seem to be 
the grist of theatre — a holy of holies 
where you can be profane or innocent, 
where the currency tha t you deal in. no 
m atter w hat the subject, should always be 
energy, since audiences everywhere are 
starved for it and.while the A ustralians get 
fa tter their souls are withered and 
shrunken. The stage m ust send out energy 
to unlock energy — the flowing backw ards 
and forwards gets rid of stagnant pools. 
There is too m uch stink in theatre both 
here and in England and people don’t like 
going into a stinking room — they start 
leaving and then you are left with the idiot 
box, Frank Thring and The Sullivans.
We have liked being here, it is more 
casual and less affected than the grime 
hole called London. There the theatre is 
being gnawed away at the roots, it’s not 
ju s t collapsing.
I shall now direct my version of K afka’s 
M etam orphosis at the Nimrod T heatre in 
Sydney. I am glad to be offered work at the 
celebrated Nimrod and hope tha t we will 
make it a good experience for everyone.
The best deal in the West!
The University of Western 
Australia offers an unrivalled 
theatre complex: six venues with 
approximately 4000 seats and a 
complete range of theatre facilities 
and services —all in a beautiful 
garden setting.
The Octagon Theatre
650 seats in a thrust stage theatre 
inspired by the late Sir Tyrone 
Guthrie, with an elegant foyer and 
licensed bar facilities.
Large dressing rooms, orchestra pit 
and all the equipment necessary to 
stage a major presentation-35mm 
projection equipment too!
The Dolphin Theatre
An intimate 200 seat theatre with 
proscenium arch and fly tower -  
ideal for theatre workshops or small 
scale productions.
The New Fortune Theatre
A unique 500 seater situated 
within the Arts Faculty building 
and modelled on the Shakespearean 
courtyard theatre.
Winthrop Hall
A magnificent hall capable of seating 
over 1000 people-ideal for concerts 
with its organ and large platform 
stage.
The Somerville Auditorium
1000 seats under the stars in a 
landscaped garden surrounded by 
pines —with full bio-box facilities and 
screen.
The Sunken Garden
An open-air amphitheatre with a 600 
seat capacity nestling in a native 
garden-unlimited potential for the 
imaginative Director.
For further information regarding 
availability, technical details and our 
very low rates.
Contact:
Terry Craig,
Theatre Manager,
University of Western Australia, 
Nedlands,
Western Australia 6009.
(09)380 2441.
Remember
1979 is Western Australia’s 150th Anniversary 
so if you need a theatre hurry and book one 
now. Better still why not come and see them 
all in action during the 1979 Festival of Perth 
February 1 0 -March 11.
(Get off one stop past Adelaide!).
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Theatre 
Costumes
A & C Black publish a series of books covering all aspects 
of the design and construction of theatre costumes.
The series includes:
Medieval Theatre Costume: Brooke
This book covers not only the elements of construction 
highlighting the practical problems, but also describes the 
costuming for religious dramas.
Costume Design and Making:
Fernald & Shenton
A very practical book with pattern diagrams of costumes 
from Saxon times up to almost the end of the nineteenth 
century. All the diagrams have been drawn to scale for 
working patterns.
Historic Costume for the Stage: Barton
Costumes from ancient Egypt to 1914 are fully described 
in this book including jewellery, motifs and accessories.
For a complete list of theatre costume reference books, 
contact:
Edward A rnold (Australia) Pty.Ltd.
373 Bay Street, Port Melbourne, 3207. Tel. 64 1346.
SEASON 5 : AUGUST-NOVEMBER
by arrangement with harry m. miller and
ichael white: RICHARD O ’BRIEN'S THE
ROCKY HORROR SHOW by
arrangement with nimrod theatre: DAVID 
WILLIAMSON'S THE CLUB by arrangement 
with parachute productions: WILLY RUSSELilS
JOHN PAUL GEORGE RINGO &
BERTby arrangement with nimrod theatre: 
PETER CARROLL in RON BLAIR’S THE
CHRISTIAN BROTHERS plus 
CONCERTS/COMPANY DEVISED 
LATE SHOW S/READINGS/ f 
CLASSES
3iVc3inA cwame company
P.O. BOX 344, WAGGA, NSW 2650. (069)252052
GIVE 
THEATRE 
AUSTRALIA 
TO A 
FRIEND
A gift subscription to Theatre Australia 
is a present that keeps on coming.
(See Rates on page 56)
Theatre Publications,
80 Elizabeth St., Mayfield, N.S.W. 2304
| THE NATIONAL INSTITUTE OF DRAMATIC ART g
|  at the E
| UNIVERSITY OF NEW SOUTH WALES, SYDNEY
E offers |
THREE YEAR FULL TIME TRAINING COURSES
E for the professional theatre in E
i  ACTING i
|  TECHNICAL PRODUCTION 
|  DESIGN |
1 There is a one year post-graduate STUDENT 1
|  DIRECTORS COURSE for people already experienced |
i  in Professional, University or Amateur Theatre. j|
1 Applications for all courses beginning March, 1979 |
E are now invited. §
E Applications close October, 1978. E
|  Auditions and interviews will be held in all capital [|
E cities in Australia between November and E
|  December, 1978. E
|  Enquiries should be addressed to:- 1
|  THE DIRECTOR |
|  NIDA |
|  P.O. BOX 1, KENSINGTON 2033 1
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Australia’s 
Dram a/Literary 
Annual Vol.2
Drama: Michael Cove and Bob Herbert 
Theatre in Australia: Wal Cherry 
Plus Fiction and Poetry.
Copies at leading booksellers or direct @ $1.95 from:
The Editors, BIALA, Prahran College, 142 High Street 
Prahran, Vic. 3181.
One-act plays, fiction, and poetry required for Vol. 3. 
Submit mss. to Editors by 15 October, 1978.
A u stra lia  M u sic  C e n tre  Ltd.
2n d  F lo o r, 8 0  G e o rg e  Street,
S y d n e y  2 0 0 0 . T e l.(0 2 ) 2 7 -1 0 0 0
The Music Centre is there for your use Mon-Fri 
11.00-5.00pm at no charge!
☆
Come and listen to any of the 4500 records, browse 
through magazines including dance and theatre. Use the 
reference books.
Publications:
• JUST ARRIVED .. Australian Directory of Music Research
($15.00) 423 pages of research undertaken by 
professionals & music loving public.
• Directory of Australian Music Organisations ($4.25) -  
invaluable guide to music in Australia.
• 8 Catalogues of Australian Compositions. Latest addition 
is JAZZ ($4.50).
Concerts:
• Regular carpet concerts are held at the Centre including 
a multi-ethnic Boite (poetry & music) alternate Fridays.
☆
For further information come to the Centre 
or ring 27-1001
Roger Pulvers
Finding “ti
What makes Japanese 
theatricality so forceful and 
uncompromising? What is it 
that links the work of the major 
playwrights and directors — 
people presenting plays in 
enormously varying styles — 
that can be called “the Japanese 
element"? (I mean this Japanese 
element within the context of 
the country, not looking from 
the outside which makes 
everything look “Japanese”.)
Suzuki Tadashi: director/playwright, 
exploring the bases of Japanese physicality (as 
Grotowski and Barba explore the European).
Kara Juro: playwright/director, and his 
radical theatre that has made it through the 
seventies without watering down its message. 
Betsuyaku Minoru: playwright, who has 
formulated his own poetic stage-language.
Inoue Hisashi: playwright, who is still the 
most prolific and popular dramatist in Japan.
I will mention the Tokyo Kid Brothers, Tsuka 
Koohei, and a variety of independent 
productions. But the heart of Japanese theatre 
lies largely within these four personalities.
Suzuki Tadashi announced, in early 76, that 
he was moving his Waseda Little Theatre to the 
outback. His theatre, originally called the Free 
Stage, had first produced Betsuyaku’s Elephant.
After that, in the early seventies, Suzuki trained
Sugiura Chizuko in Night o f  the Feast. She 
spends the whole play looking cross-eyed.
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apanese element”
and presented Shiraishi Kayoko in his show 
About the Dramatic. He took that show and 
later its sequel to Europe.
Now it is seven years later and Suzuki has 
moved out of town; in fact, way out of town: 
eight hours on express train, then three hours by 
bus into the mountains. Last August, he 
presented in a reconverted farmhouse of classic 
gassho-zukuri construction, his Night o f the 
Feast. Like About the Dramatic, it is a collage. 
The main theme of the production is provided by 
Wilde’s Salome, as interpreted by Suzuki. In 
addition, there is a portion of Watt by Beckett 
hidden within.
But plotting has never been Suzuki’s concern. 
The text is only a jumping-off point for the high 
points in the presentation. The theme is madness 
and possession, female lust and female power. 
Throughout the performance, treats of wit in the 
form of gags, pop music, and outrageous 
gesturing provide both relief and contrast to the 
intense seriousness of the theme. Lines can be 
delivered in a manner totally unsuited, in 
broadly realistic terms, to the intrinsic meaning 
of the words. The effect is one of high send-up. 
Occasionally, however, this emphasizes the 
grotesque, as when Sugiura Chizuko, Suzuki’s 
latest “find”, performs her night toilette, 
brushing her teeth, drooling white foam, and 
smearing lipstick to the strains of the Japanese 
hit, My Nighttime Visitor.
Shiraishi Kayoko is, in a word, an actress of 
genius. There is always the threat that she will 
break out and loosen her power. And in her 
voice she has the most uncanny variety of tone. 
Actually, this is what Suzuki’s theatre is about: 
the use of words, the delivery of words, as a 
physical action. The voice is an instrument of 
physical attack; and so the distinction between 
things said and things done is obliterated. Our 
theatre has so long to go in coming to terms with 
this, in the way that Suzuki has.
The atmosphere, in this farmhouse, with 600 
people from Tokyo packed in like shelled 
prawns, is, to say the least, dense. Suzuki also 
does his yearly Greek play in the big city, using 
the same actors as a core. But he doesn’t achieve 
there what he does in his Night o f the Feast.
Kara Juro and his Red Tent now do two 
shows a year, the May show which aims for a 
popular following, and the October show which 
expands on the theatrical art. The Red Tent is 
still going strong, for over ten years now. Kara is 
radical theatre’s cult figure, maintaining his 
stage-poetry and his integrity from the Shinjuku 
days of the late sixties.
His October show, A School fo r Actors, is an 
assault on everybody’s idea of the dramatic. No 
convention is left out. Everything from kabuki 
to pop is parodized. Actors’ movements, open-
jaw delivery, big gesturing, and rowdy self- 
consciousness negate your familiar stage 
behavior. There is a constant exertion on stage, 
a physicality that never lets up.
The story of the play revolves around the 
untimely death of Sakata who is studying to be a 
policeman at a Wild-Cherry Police Academy. 
The main character is a policewoman, played by 
Li Reisen (who is one of Japan’s best actresses, 
and is married to Kara). Relationships of 
authority, of rank and exploitation, are all part 
of this attack on the language and exercise of 
power. Li’s teacher in the “school” is none other 
than William Shakespeare who wears a pink 
petticoat and speaks the bard in female Kansai 
dialect.
I saw five or six plays by Betsuyaku Minoru 
this time. Here is a playwright with his own logic 
— by the end of the night your mind works like 
his.
In A Place and a Memory a man walks on and 
sits on a bench. There is a bus stop sign by the 
bench. A woman with a pram enters. (The 
objects that appear in Betsuyaku’s plays — 
prams, umbrellas, dolls, etc, are usually all the 
same.) She addresses the man, saying that he 
must be waiting for the bus. He says that he is; 
^nd how did she know? She replies that that is 
the bench on which people who are waiting for 
the bus sit. Therefore, he must be “a man 
waiting for the bus”. In Betsuyaku’s world the 
objects define the people.
In his biggest production of last year, Thirty 
Days Hath September, once again we see the 
objects: the pram or cart, the pole, the terribly 
attenuated word-play itself. In this play, a young 
man who has not gone to his company for five 
months meets an older couple who draw him 
into their life. The man’s wife joins them. The 
entire play is taken up with vague attempts at 
communication, until, at the end, there is a 
stroke of violent theatre.
Betsuyaku’s is minimal theatre. Like 
Mondrian, he is restricting himself by nature 
and compelling the viewer to accept his 
conventions, not impose theirs on the world of 
the presentation. There is. great poetry in his 
work, the poetry of the imagist. He is the 
creator, in Japan, of the theatre of paucity. One 
may get tired at times of the same symbols and 
same speech patterns recurring for years in his 
work, just as one may get tired of having the 
same dreams over and over. It adds to the terror.
Inoue Hisashi’s major play of last year was 
the broad portrait of downtown Tokyo life, The 
Man Who Once Taught Me That You Didn 't 
Have To Be Strong To Be A Man. This was 
produced by Geino-za and the brilliant comic 
actor, Ozawa Shoichi, last November. The style 
of the piece is basically music-hall. It is full of
The Tokyo Kid Bros in rehearsal.
vaudeville skits, bad-jokes, and historical 
character references. Virtually every character 
who made that part of Tokyo, called Asakusa, 
famous, makes an appearance. So does the 
Emperor, who, at the end, kneels in front of the 
audience, while a beggar and Nagai Kafu, a 
writer, slurp down a bowl of porkchop-’n-rice in 
front of him.
Inoue will have four plays on this year, one of 
them a piece about Issa that he calls a “haiku 
musical”. To give you an idea of his theatre, I’d 
say he’s like a combination of Brecht and Billy 
(not Thornton) Wilder.
Of course, this is hardly all. There is the 
Tokyo Kid Bros who put on two superb shows 
last year in their new tiny theatre in Shinjuku. 
There is Tsuka Koohei, who lay low for a while, 
but only two months ago produced his own 
version of Salome at Shibuya. (Tsuka was 
Suzuki’s “disciple” and would have his own 
Salome after the master had his...). Then there 
were the over thirty-odd productions I saw of 
western theatre. A Three-Penny Opera on the 
commercial stage: close your eyes and it could 
have been My Fair Lady. It avoided making any 
point like the plague.
I saw No Sex Please (We’re Japanese) at 
Teatro Echo, replete with moustachioed 
bobbies, kinky British underwear, and bank 
officials-cum-bondage men. It was done in good 
Echo style, with a loose lower jaw rather than a 
stiff upper lip, with aching corn and a lot of 
clowning. I think it was a success in Japan, a 
country where, traditionally, the penchant for 
leather has always gone beyond the pig-skin 
briefcase.
A very awful Seagull, not even as good as 
Canberra Rep! A Priestly play, An Inspector 
Calls, adapted to Japanese conditions. (It looked 
like it was adapted for radio as well.) And an all­
male As You Like It in which one comely boy 
holds up a cucumber.
Finally then, what is it that, putting aside the 
inevitable bad productions, ties most of this 
together? This is a difficult question to answer. 
Outsiders have always looked at Japan and 
(Continued on page 44)
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SHAKESPEARE 
PRODUCTION 
IN AUSTRALIA
Finding the Image
John Bell talks to 
Nick Enright
John Bell is hooked on Shakespeare. 
That is no surprise to anyone who 
knows the record; performances of at 
least half-a-dozen leading parts and a 
brace of supporting parts in England 
and Australia over the last fifteen 
years, and more recently six pro­
ductions of Shakespeare in as many 
years at Nimrod.
New strides are being taken with Shakespeare production in 
this country: some reducing the plays to bare bones and 
minimalist sets — the Stasis group (Melbourne) — some 
innovative in bold use of setting — Bell’s carousel for Comedy 
o f Errors, Rodger’s wheel of fortune for Richard III—some 
with mighty reach attempting to encompass two thirds of the 
Henriad in one adaptation, and now the boldness of having 
Shakespeare’s greatest play “translated” into the Australian 
idiom by our most successful playwright, David Williamson.
Shakespeare is a writer for all seasons, his plays speak to all nations and across centuries, 
though individually they can be seasonal (the times are not auspicious for Coriolanus for 
instance). The works stand like great fortresses, sometimes remodelled for new purposes, a 
battlement added here, a turret demolished there, sometimes poorly defended often assaulted 
but still standing magnificently on the dramatic landscape. If the role of Hamlet is, as Max 
Beerbohm commented, “the hoop through which every eminent must jump”, the plays are the 
castles which every director must occupy to earn his credentials.
The following statements are from directors of recent productions who were asked to set 
out the ideas and motivation behind their work. If a through line can be discerned it is that 
most seem to work from the outside in; searching for a setting and costume motif to impose 
upon the play. The need to cut us everywhere apparent with sub-plots the first to go. Perhaps 
modern habits of theatre-going and McLuhan's view that visual perception is now 
predominant have brought this about. Largely, though, what has emerged is not a general 
consensus but a diversity of approach. This is as it should be if ruts are not going to be cut too 
deeply into the path that leads to the future.
There seems to be a strong  — and  
generally visual — m otivating image to 
every N im rod  Shakespeare. When you  
approach the tex t fo r  the firs t time, does 
the im age ju m p  out at you, or do you  m ine  
it fo r  a m otivating image?
I th ink  the first way. Something occurs 
to me when I th ink  about the plays, which 
I do quite frequently. I think about the 
whole cannon: which plays should be done 
now, or next year or in this theatre, or in 
other theatres, and som ething m ight 
occur to me.
For instance, with Comedy o f  Errors I 
found an old book on m erry-go-rounds, 
fa irground snaps. I thought “ I’d love to 
use this. W ouldn’t Comedy o f  Errors be 
w onderful in th a t k ind of seedy, brassy 
fairground w orld?”
M uch Ado was an enorm ous popular  
success both tim es you  d id  it here. W hat 
set you o f f  towards that?
It was very m uch coming to live in Surry 
Hills, and walking around am ong the 
fruitshops, shopping. I really got a big 
buzz ou t of that, you know, the vibrancy, 
and showing off and wheeling and dealing 
tha t was going on. I really h a d n ’t 
experienced th a t in England, and coming 
back here I found it very exciting.
T ha t and  then going down to the 
G aribald i bar in Crown Street. There was 
a very prim itive folk m ural on the wall, of 
G aribald i m arching into som elittle  town. I 
thought how beautiful it was, and w hat a 
wonderful, homely Italian-A ustralian  
expression of chivalry and small-town 
pride.
Then the two designers stepped in and 
did their own thing with it, made it m uch 
more circussy. I had  im agined som ething 
more ragbag, perhaps a literal G aribaldi 
atm osphere, b u t I was pleased th a t we 
took it a b it fu rther into the circus, 
because it m eant th a t we weren’t acting 
naturalistic  Italian-A ustralians; we could 
say, “ W e’re ju s t pretending, we’re just 
playing.”
A n d  was it M essina or Surry Hills?
It was very m uch Surry Hills, very m uch. 
People said they were Italian accents. They 
weren’t; they were Italian-A ustralian 
accents. A nd the action, I hoped, was very 
A ustralian, it w asn’t Italian at all.
A n d  the  Twelfth Night? How did  you  set 
about that?
Twelfth N ight was perhaps less satis­
factory in retrospect. It was too particular.
I very m uch w anted to do the play. I was
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very caught up in the language of it, and 
the ideas, the ambiguities of the play. But I 
couldn’t for a long tim e th ink of an image 
till I started  to associate it with Death in 
Venice. And I think what started  me 
thinking of th a t was the discovery tha t 
Illyria was a Venetian colony, supposedly, 
in Shakespeare’s time. And the idea of 
water, and a crum bling city, youth and 
age, sexual ambiguity, these things 
suddenly started. So I talked about it with 
Kim C arpenter. I wish now we h ad n ’t been 
quite so literal about it.
Do you mean literal in the sense o f  
having Viola as a boy?
Maybe that, although if I was doing it 
again, I’d try it again, I think. I thought 
there was a lot going for tha t idea. It 
confused a lot of people, especially the 
people th a t h ad n ’t seen the play before, 
bu t I th ink people who did know the play 
got an extra buzz out of it, because they 
got an extra level.
I th ink if it’s a girl playing the pa rt it has 
a pantom im e quality, you know, “ Come 
on, Puss” , th a t Dick W hittington sort of 
thing. I’ve always felt tha t when there’s a 
girl playing it: it really escapes the sexual 
crunch.
W hy d id  you choose to have only Viola, 
rather than all three women, played by a 
boy?
Because, what he was doing with Viola 
was m ucking around with the convention. 
He said “bugger this convention, I ’ll play 
tricks with it, do another double flip with 
it, have a boy playing a girl playing a boy.” 
Now if you m ake the other women boys 
too, then you lose that.
It's a curiously dark view o f  the p lay, I t ’s 
a dark play anyway, I  suppose, bu t it 
means that the resolution in the fifth  act is 
going to have a sting in the tail; there isn t 
going to be a marriage in the way that you  
m ention in the Comedy of Errors prog ­
ram m e notes, marriage as the comic 
resolution.
Right. But I th ink  all the resolutions in 
Twelfth N ight are very dark, you see— 
Malvolio’s reduction, Aguecheek and 
Belch being split, Feste being virtually 
kicked out of the household, and two 
unsatisfactory, perem ptory m arriages, 
each person getting the wrong twin.
Do you relate that to the way you saw 
M easure for M easure in the 1972 
production ?
I do, yes. I th ink  Twelfth N ight is a 
m uch darker play than  people like to 
adm it, and I th ink Measure fo r  Measure 
is either a very bad  play or else a very dark  
and ugly play. And 1 don’t th ink it is bad. I 
disagree totally with the Catholic, 
rom antic view of the D uke as a sort of 
Christ-figure. To me, everything points to 
the fact th a t he’s an absolute bastard  of 
the first class. In fact Garry M cDonald 
played it.
Yes, sending it up slightly; very serious­
ly, I m ean it was a very serious parody. The 
m an was a raving ratbag  and an 
arch-villain, and totally pious and hypo­
critical at the same time. He thought he 
was doing the right thing by his lights, so it 
w asn’t ju s t a comic thing; he was a 
Bjelke-Peterson sort of figure in a way . . .
I was pleased with Measure fo r  
Measure. It wasn’t well received on the
whole, b u t I was pleased with w hat we did.
I don’t th ink  it totally worked, b u t if 1 had 
the choice to do th a t production again, I’d 
go even more baroque with it — not just 
costume and detail, bu t investigating the 
text and the characterisations more.
T here’s one thing I get cross about with 
critics and journalists generally: they don’t 
look fu rther than  the costumes. They 
think: “ Aha! They’ve pu t people into 
m odern dress, what a gas, w hat a 
send-up” . They don’t take it seriously as a 
com m ent or interpretation, or realigning 
of the play with modern sensibilities.
So the Edwardian look o f  the  Twelfth 
Night is very m uch connected with the idea 
o f  an affluent, decadent world?
Absolutely. I think the image is good. I 
wish we’d got a b it further away from 
Visconti, h ad n ’t been quite so literal about 
it. I wish we’d used it not as a quote bu t as 
a starting  point. But th a t’s the trouble, I 
suppose, with doing Shakespeare in this 
country: you get one crack at it, then it s 
on for five weeks, then it’s scrapped. We 
don’t have th a t repertoire system where if 
a production has something going for it 
you can p u t it away for a year, bring it 
back, change a few things, and reassess it.
Though you ve proved with M uch Ado 
that you can have a second look at a 
production.
Yes. I th ink we should do it more often. 
I th ink all companies, Nimrod and the 
others, should start to build  a repertoire of 
plays.
I th ink  Shakespeare is the most pure 
theatre  we’ve got. You still get ideas, and 
fun, and a story and a philosphy, and a 
sum ptuousness and a spareness. You don’t 
need to dress it up. You can have 
sum ptuous things built for you, very 
sparely, on an  empty stage virtually; and of 
course you get a feeling of history, it’s not 
ju st E lizabethan, he’s talking about 
Greece, ancient Rome. And The Tem pest 
seems to go cosmic. I t’s an extraordinarily 
free-ranging mind, and he m akes associa­
tions with all one’s interest and studies. 
And as well as th a t he’s totally contem p­
orary. H e’s not being donnish about the 
places and times and figures he’s writing 
about, he’s looking for the universal, and
Maggie Dence, John M cTernan and 
Malcolm Keith in N im rod’s Comedy o f  
Errors. Photo: Robert M cFarlane.
John
Bell
the anxieties and worries tha t one always 
has oneself, and th a t one sees in society 
and politics around one.
I would like to move into the rom ances, 
and eventually into the tragedies.
Is that a deliberate ordering o f  
priorities ?
Yes, it is. I don’t know why, I ju s t feel it.
Building an appetite in the audience 
perhaps. Comedy of E rrors or M uch Ado 
is so m uch more accessible.
Of course. And I th ink I do have a flair 
for knockabout comic stuff. I find tha t 
great fun to do and I’ve found a way of 
doing it th a t the actors enjoy too. I like to 
play the histories and tragedies as an 
actor, b u t I don’t feel yet ready to tackle 
them  as a director.
W ould you be prepared to take a play  
you loved and work with a com pany you  
trust — I  suppose it would take a longer 
rehearsal period  — and work towards a 
com m on understanding o f  the p lay rather 
than starting with a conception as strong 
and specific as in your p a st work?
Yes I would if I had  enough time. But 
you’d need six m onths to do th a t w e ll. . .
This image thing: I’m unsure how valid 
it is. I have had  a strong image for each 
production and I th ink it’s worked, b u t I 
don’t know how m uch longer one should 
go on doing that.
There is a k ind  o f  groundswell which 
came up with the recent Old Tote 
Tem pest, where the critical m urm ur, I  
think, was: “Well i t ’s good to see 
Shakespeare not m onkeyed around with . 
Do you th in k  you can approach the play in 
a neutral fash ion?
Certainly not, th a t’s an absolute waste 
of time. But you can perhaps play down 
the designer’s and director’s dictatorship 
of the play. I th ink  w hat I want to avoid 
from here on is the design and directorial 
concept being too strong . . .
I’d be interested in trying to move away 
from an im age th a t’s so strong th a t people 
come out whistling the sets; because 
basically Shakespeare is as m uch for the 
actor as for anybody else, if not more so. 
And this is another reason why he keeps on 
being done I suppose, because every actor 
wants to do it. I t’s still your M aster Piece, 
it’s w hat you’ve got to do to prove youself 
as an actor, to play a good Shekespeare 
part well. And it’s such a thrill for actors to 
have those people to play and those words 
to say. And I do feel tha t one does a t times 
limit them  by too strong a visual concept. 
So th a t’s my resolution for the New Year, 
to loosen it up a little bit!
*This was actually pa rt of a m uch 
longer interview which has unfortunately 
had to be severely cut to fit in with this 
survey.
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George
Seeking a visual frame
Every age has thought fit to re-interpret 
Shakespeare according to its own 
prejudices. His theatrical successors 
trim m ed his instinctive genius to suit the 
theatrical proprieties of the time. D ryden’s 
A ll fo r  Love is A nthony and Cleopatra with 
the balls off. The eighteenth century saw 
his plays as sounding boards for the 
prodigious talents of actors such as 
G arrick and Kean. The V ictorians 
sm othered the plays in paint, canvas and 
operatic perspective. At the tu rn  of this 
century W illiam Poel cut through all this 
to point the way most m odern directors 
have followed — uncluttered staging 
which allows the playw right’s energetic 
E lizabethan stagecraft to have its head.
Arm ed with all this foreknowledge the 
D irector of today who plans a Shakes­
pearian production still has a num ber of 
alm ost insoluble problem s to surm ount. 
He m ust first find a visual fram e for the 
production. It was once fashionable to 
seek refuge in the style of a pain ter such as 
W atteau, or to set the piece in Medieval 
Mexico. This inevitably got the devotees 
chattering excitedly about “ relevance” . 
The sparse, bare, neutral setting which
M ichael Siberry (Prince Hal) and Ronald 
Falk (Henry IV) in SATC’s Henry I V 1 & 2 
Photo: David W ilson
followed side-stepped the problem  another 
way — “ W hat the eye doen’t see, the text 
can’t con trad ic t” . However, Shakespeare 
wrote of rooms with arrasses and inns with 
chimneys to piss into. In this area 
Shakespeare is nothing if not domestic.
Then there is the verse which (for the 
most part) the plays are w ritten. We 
suspect the au thor like his most famous 
D anish hero preferred it spoken 
“ tripplingly on the tongue” . But m ust we 
assume an English public school elocution 
prevailed at Elsinore? or an American 
nasality? or indeed (to use a recently 
coined phrase), “ m id-A ustralian” ? If 
“ mid A ustralian” then, what is to be the 
accent of the gravedigger, or the pirates, or 
the soldiers of the guard, not to m ention 
(in another context) the denizens of 
Eastcheap in E lizabethan London?
We have not yet touched on the 
D irector’s “ in terp re tation” , which can 
founder all too easily by superim posing 
m odern thinking on plays shot through 
with E lizabethan attitudes such as the 
divine right of Kings or the concept of 
chastity as in M easure fo r  Measure, which 
nowadays raises an incredulous eyebrow.
In recent m onths the SATC has 
presented two Shakespearian productions. 
M acbeth  was acted in a clear pallisade 
setting by H ugh Colman, which, to my 
mind, served the action and locale of the 
play superbly, and one critic dismissed as a 
birdcage. The costumes were a mix of 
Jacobean and Sam urai which provided a 
strikingly m artial silhouette and I think 
even convinced the birdcage man.
Henry IV , our most recent production, 
had a panelled wood surround and a bed 
into which everyone from the King, Hal, 
Doll Tearsheet, H otspur, Kate and a 
num ber of whores and low life characters 
including the im m ortal Falstaff himself, 
disported themselves singly or in small 
num bers. This was considered good, clean 
fun, as were the costumes which were 
another mix — this time of Victorian and 
Elizabethan. A local dram a lecturer, 
however who had spent a whole term  
expounding the theory tha t attire should 
be correctly in period, was in despair. He 
had  om itted to inform  his students th a t 
the precept was not, of course, one 
followed by Shakespeare’s own company, 
when they perform ed the play originally.
I have seen Shakespearian productions 
in cellars and palaces, in Com m unist Arts 
Centres and C apitalist O pera Houses. It is 
a tribute to the genius of the m an tha t 
whenever the director and actors made 
contact with the audience by drawing their 
energy from the im aginative quality of the 
writing, ra ther than  attem pting to cover up 
for its antiquity, those occasions have been 
among my most mem orable in the theatre.
Informing the text
There is a fallacy current in some circles 
of M elbourne: th a t any Shakespeare m ust 
be presented  in a ‘stra igh t’ and orthodox 
m anner; th a t a M elbourne audience is 
more conservative than  its Sydney counter­
p a rt and  less willing to accept innovation 
where the classics are concerned. 
Richard I I I  seemed to dispel th a t fallacy, 
a t least if we are to believe the critics and 
the direct response of the public.
R ichard I I I  had  one or two loud 
detractors am ongst the critics b u t the 
majority hailed, in particular, the innova­
tive natu re  of the production: “ a new and 
oddly contem porary reading” ; “ the 
gam ble comes off with bravura b rilli­
ance” ; “ revealed new facets of the 
Com pany’s w ork” ; “constantly presents 
th a t elem ent of surprise” etc. To quote 
more would be im modest. Similarly, I have 
never received so many enthusiastic letters 
and phone-calls from  theatre-goers on any 
other production. It would seem th a t the 
production was not ju st dismissed from  the 
m ind five m inutes after the final blackout; 
it com m unicated.
But innovation can be dangerous. The 
persuasive aspect of Shakespearian p rod ­
uction, to the director, is the tem ptation  to 
do som ething different. How to m ake fresh 
and original the old fam iliar classic? T hat 
approach is, I believe, a m istake and a 
trap . Innovation for its own sake only ever 
appears as that.
Shakespearian production in A ustralia 
often seems to be either overtly cautious or 
speciously experim ental. The form er satis­
fies the pu rist and the closet-academic 
because it in no way challenges p re ­
conceived notions of the text (thus 
becoming an exam ple of w hat Brook 
called ‘deadly th ea tre ’) while the la tte r 
obstructs and clouds the true spirit of the 
text. The spirit of the text is popularly 
accessible and not to be confused with an 
in terpre tation  of the text. Both of the 
above approaches deflect attention  away 
from the basic ability of the actor to 
com m unicate and  also hide the absence of 
a genuine, identifiable core to the p roduc­
tion: w hat is often called the ‘through- 
line’. To dress up a production in pretty 
costum es on the one hand, or a p lethora of 
spectacular effects on the other w ithout 
there being an organic centre to the 
production is to indulge in a hollow 
exercise. T ha t brings us to the reason 
behind  m uch of our Shakespearian p rod­
uction. If the director is merely asked to 
direct a given Shakespeare for a theatre, 
then he m ight well find him self in the
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situation of casting about for a different 
approach: difference for its own sake.
Speaking personally, I would never 
direct a Shakespeare unless I had  a 
specific response and com m itm ent to th a t 
play. I had  w anted to direct Richard I I I  for 
some tim e because I had  developed a 
certain  attitude towards it: a point of view 
which seemed to me inherent in the text. 
Just in reading the play, w ithout any 
thought of im m ediate production, I had  
come to see R ichard as the crippled clown, 
the demonic court jester, the little H itler- 
fool whom nobody took seriously until it 
was too late. Coupled with th a t idea, my 
own post-graduate d ram a work at Balliol 
had given me a very strong im pression of 
the efficacy of the W heel of Fortune as a 
Renaissance image for the plight of 
Princes (and the source of tragedy). The 
work I had  done with my own company in 
the E ast M idlands of E ngland had  also 
given me a good working knowledge of
Bruce Myles (Richard) and Jennifer W est 
(Elizabeth) in M TC ’s Richard I I I  
Photo: David Parker.
medieval English folk-lore, around which 
my actors and I had  improvised a num ber 
of group-created productions. Original 
researched m aterial on the ‘fool’ of the 
M um m ers plays, the eternal conflict of St. 
George and the D ragon — cum  Saracen 
— cum Devil, the Lord of Misrule, the 
Maypole and the M orris D ancers had 
stuck in my head. All these disparate 
strands seemed slowly to come together in 
response to the text of Richard III. 
Suddenly, I had a concrete reason for 
w anting to direct the play and I was 
fortunate enough, eventually to find a 
company willing to stage it.
The M elbourne T heatre Company is, at 
present, the only company in A ustralia 
with a continuous, year-round p resen ta­
tion of the classics. In addition, the MTC 
has a superb technical and production 
back-up: it can encompass even the most 
bizarre experim ental exercise. Richard I I I  
was not tha t, bu t a t least it was possible to 
present a strongly innovative production 
within the balanced season th a t had been 
planned. In the event, the critics and the 
public responded well to the innovation. 
The production was an artistic success for 
the Company.
I have been asked to suggest a general 
rule for Shakespearian production. O b­
viously, there isn’t one. All I would say is 
tha t everyone involved in the production 
m ust agree on a common attitude which 
will inform  the text. T hat is how an 
organic unity is achieved in the produc­
tion. It makes a statem ent; it com m uni­
cates through the skill of the perform er, 
not through tha t of the so-called 
‘tran sla to r’.
Ted
Craig
Fidelity to the lines
The production of The Tem pest by 
W illiam Shakespeare was to spearhead the 
bright new policy of the Old Tote for 1978: 
Three theatres with three separate policies 
and each controlled by its own director. It 
was, a year ago, a heady time. I had  been 
approached to direct the classics at the 
D ram a Theatre. Checking the records, I 
found th a t Shakespeare h ad n ’t been 
produced a t the O ld Tote for three years 
(Bill G askill’s production of L ove’s 
Labours Lost). This confirm ed my 
decision to start with a Shakespeare — 
and also it seemed right th a t we should 
launch our new policy with the w orld’s 
greatest playwright, and more particularly 
with his last play w ritten at the quintes­
sence of his genius.
The Tote ‘bom bshell’ bu rst in 
D ecem ber as The Tem pest was in the final 
stages of rehearsal and about to move onto 
the stage. By the tim e the play had  opened, 
the ‘new policy’ was in tatters. The 
Seymour Centre plays had vanished along 
with Jim Sharm an and Rex C ram phom  
and the Company was existing on a day to 
day, hand  to m outh basis.
The Tem pest proved to be a b right spot 
in the gloom. It set attendance and box 
office records at the D ram a Theatre and 
played to standing room only for the whole 
season. I approached the play quite 
directly. As it was leading off the “classic” 
season it should not be tricked up (ideas of 
Prospero running an Italian greengrocer’s 
shop or an am usem ent park  at Kings Cross 
were laid  aside), bu t delivered ‘stra igh t’. 
This would be suggested first and  foremost 
by the costumes which would be E liza­
bethan  and Jacobean. Prospero, clinging 
on to the E lizabethan ruff and dressing his 
daughter and his island servants similarly 
and the shipwrecked party, eminently 
more fashionable and up-to-date twelve 
years after Prospero’s exile, in their 
Jacobean collars. (We nevertheless decided 
to dress all the men in trousers and boots 
to bring a recognisably modern elem ent 
into it ra ther than  the somewhat quaint 
breeches and hose of the period.)
I w anted to emphasise the magic of the 
play and agreed with the set designer, 
Brian Nickless, th a t we should not really 
have a form al set bu t an environm ent tha t 
would allow the greatest am ount of effects 
and surprises. It would also be a bare 
platform  th a t would provide the actors 
with a strong focus and be a neutral 
background for the richness of the 
costumes. Shakespeare wrote The 
Tem pest as the first play to go into the new
Blackfriars T heatre which was equipped 
with all sorts of new fangled gadgetry and 
machinery — traps, flying machinery etc. 
etc. — and he quite obviously wrote it with 
the stage effects in mind.
The hum anity of the characters in the 
play was to be the dom inant them e and 
naturally  the one th a t most affected the 
actors. I took this a step further by 
hum anising Ariel and  C aliban as m uch as 
possible: Ariel as Prospero’s closest com ­
panion for twelve years and a friend, 
Caliban as a k ind of wolf-boy — 
twenty-four years old and M iranda’s ‘step’ 
brother. Prospero above all was going to be 
a hum an being in a truly hum an dilem m a 
— should he continue to rem ain isolated 
or go back to face his past? — and if he 
does so w hat will he do about his daughter, 
his servants and his enemies? Twelve years 
after things had gone very wrong in M ilan, 
things were going wrong for Prospero on 
his island . . . M iranda was coming of age, 
Ariel w anted the freedom which Prospero 
had  prom ised him  and Caliban having 
been educated by Prospero was using his 
knowledge to rebel against him . I slightly 
rearranged the H arpy scene to create an 
effecting and cliff-hanging ending to the 
first pa rt of the play and had  the play 
typed out like a contem porary playscript.
From  the first reading of the play this 
script had  the advantage of em phasising 
the approach th a t we would be m aking to 
the play — clear, no nonsense and faithful 
to the m eaning and intention of the lines.
M ichael Craig (Prospero) and Celia De 
Burgh (M iranda) in the O ld Tote Theatre 
Com pany’s production of The Tem pest 
by W illiam Shakespeare.
Photo: Robert M cFarlane
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Peter
Oyston
Updating the play
K ing Lear is an extraordinary play 
because it exposes hum an stupidity, 
savagery, and values through a dram a of 
suffering.
Because the foolish old King, the ‘nong’ 
Edgar, and the buffoon Gloucester, suffer 
deeply and thereby gain an awareness and 
insight into the chaos of what it is to be 
hum an — they achieve an inner dignity 
which is close to heroic.
Recently in the media Solzhenitsyn 
criticised the W est because we have 
become soft through self indulgent 
m aterialism  — we are ‘im m oral’ — our 
values corrupt. M uch as we A ustralians 
abhor this kind of criticism, there may be 
some tru th  in it.
Yet madness or m ental ill health  is a 
feature of our age. Psychiatric suffering is 
comm on in the suburbs of our cities where 
food, house, car, pool, TV, and other 
gadget slaves, provide high standards of 
living. However, our m adness is not like 
the m adness in Lear. O urs is pinched, 
restricted, neurotic, deadening, self 
centred and does not necessarily bring 
about insight, dignity or visionary im ag­
inations, like the madness described by 
RD Laing. The special madness of the 
divine fool in R ussian literature is w orld’s 
away from  suburban  deserts.
In Lear, people suffer, endure  and seek  
a deeper insight into the nature of m an. 
E dgar knows the “ reality” of hunger and 
eats the slime on top of the horse troughs. 
Like an enlightened B uddha, he becomes 
Lear’s guru philosopher. G loucester has 
his eyes torn out and gains insight, 
appealing th a t all surplus wealth should be 
given to the poor. ‘Every m an should have 
enough’.
To me Change is the most significant 
elem ent and mystery in the play. Every 
character undergoes a real change. I have 
done my best to reveal this phenom enal 
them e. This is the accelerating constant of 
our ‘tim e’ Change (as m uch as we try to 
w ithstand its inexorable flight) is con tain­
ed within our greed for more. We are
caught in our age between conservatism 
and economic expansion. The two are 
diam etrically opposed. Thus we know 
change deeply inside our A ustralian way of 
life.
And the play King Lear, written in the 
English Renaissance of 1605, now tran s­
lated by David W illiamson, is as relevant 
and as d isturbing as the Fox Report to the 
bedlam  beggars of our society, the 
Aborigines. It is relevant to us because the 
message goes further; unless we change 
through compassion for suffering our 
values — our morality, will dog us to the 
grave. We may expect flattery as the access 
to wealth . . .  Tell folks how great they are 
and how you care . . . and you may end up 
with a car, or a house, or their land . . . 
The play is the ultim ate answer to the trite 
phrase in our language ‘No.
To me it is a question of awareness. Are 
we aware of ourselves? If not, Lear’s 
advice is, ’get yourself glass eyes then you 
can quite happily say you saw things you 
d idn’t.
Reg Evans as Lear. Peter Oystons pro 
duction of David Williamson’s “King Lear’ 
after Shakespeare.
Evoking relevant 
themes
A decision to m ount a production of any 
classic play is determ ined by the content 
— the rediscovery tha t it has som ething 
relevant to say, specific and timely. 
Shakespeare is rich of course in possibil­
ities, not only in the num ber of plays to 
choose from, b u t also in the num ber of 
in terpre tations any one play gives rise to. 
Henry IV , P art I has not been seen in 
Sydney since the late ’40’s and we could not 
find out when, if ever, P art II had  been 
produced. In looking at them  again (I had 
first encountered P art I as the set text for 
the Leaving Certificate in 1956), I found 
them  rich in them es th a t spoke to us, here 
and now. Rebellion, Justice, Honour, 
Courage, Responsibility, Self-Deception, 
W aste — the list seems endless. But such 
them es are relevant to all times. W hat 
m ade the plays seem so particularly  near 
to us had  to do with the uncertainty of the 
tim e they depict, where everything is in 
question, m ost of all the concept of 
honourable action, a time ripe for the 
grabbing of gain. In the light of the 
“ liberated” and  easy 1960’s the ‘70’s seem 
very like this to me.
But to discover relevant them es is one 
thing, to evoke them  in a production is 
quite another. M ost of all it was going to 
be difficult to draw a parallel between the 
“ O riginal Sin” of Henry, the deposition 
and m urder of R ichard II, which is the 
source of all his troubles, and the sacking of 
W hitlam  which precip itated  A ustralia as 
near as ever it has been into a state of 
revolution, albeit short lived. I felt the 
parallel was at least implicit.
Perhaps the most crucial question to be 
solved in doing any Shakespeare is th a t of 
period. It is easily forgotten th a t in his own 
time Shakespeare produced his plays in 
m odern dress, th a t is E lizabethan costume, 
irrespective of the setting being Italian, 
Rom an, or England itself two hundred  
years earlier, as with Henry IV . So at the 
outset a decision m ust be m ade between a 
setting which is the tim e and place of the 
play, or some other time — hence the 
frequent practice of m odern dress p roduc­
tions. T he Histories are more difficult. 
They are filled with English place nam es 
which particularise the locale, unlike Illyia 
or the Forest of Arden. Secondly they 
involve battle  scenes with constant textual 
references to swords, daggers and  arm our 
and the like. The fights are often the 
clim actic scenes of the plays and have huge 
potential for theatrical excitem ent — 
contem porising them  runs the risk of 
reneging on this potential, while posing 
great difficulties in textual alteration. 
Thus it 'was with Richard III, which 
happened to open on November 11, 1975, 
and induced m uch critical com m ent 
regretting the lack of a m odern dress 
production. Some other sort of solution is 
preferable to me. W ith Richard I I I  I 
settled for abstraction , the play being so 
m uch less “ rea l” than  other Histories. But 
the H enry’s are eminently real, by which I 
m ean naturalistic . For all their epic sweep,
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the portrayal of a nation in turm oil, the 
range of worlds and classes and lifestyles 
depicted, it is always the hum an issues th a t 
dom inate, m ost of all the relationship 
between H al and his two “ fathers” Falstaff 
and Henry. So basic reality was essential.
One specific factor overrides all 
decisions for Shakespeare productions at 
Nimrod, and th a t is of course money. In 
the first place it would be impossible to 
realise the full panoply of naturalistic  
historical tru th , a good reason for steering 
away from the play’s legitim ate period. So 
another solution has to be found. The 
Henry’s have a very strong Medieval 
feeling. There is the roughness of tavern 
life, the horror of the battlefield, and m uch 
talk of death  and  disease, all of which is so 
evocative of the M iddle Ages. It b rought 
Breughel to m ind, who was pain ting  
alm ost contem poraneously with Shakes­
peare and similarly depicting an earlier 
period in a m ixture of realism and 
symbolic allegory. Looking at his paintings 
confirm ed the connection. O ur aim was to 
extract from the B reughel’s as m uch as 
possible th a t felt m odern as well as 
belonging to it’s time.
Economics also determ ine cast size. We 
have never exceeded th irteen  at N imrod 
(probably a little sm aller than  the Globe 
company), and so doubling is essential. 
This is particularly  difficult with the vast 
casts th a t fill the Histories. C haracters 
have to be cut and merged; bu t most of all 
some concepts need to be found. In Henry, 
this em erged from the basic counterpoint 
in the play between the C ourt and Tavern 
worlds — mostly, each actor plays a
character from each world.
Of course the other m ajor factor which 
determ ines the feel of the production is the 
approach to the text. How to observe the 
disciplines of the verse and realise the 
music of the language without “ singing” 
the words and  forgoing the energies and 
naturalness more easily realised in con­
tem porary colloquial texts. As well, there 
is the problem  of accent. In John Bell’s 
and my production of H am let five years 
ago, which had  an essentially abstract 
setting in tim e and place, it seemed not to 
m atter th a t a degree of A ustralian accent 
flavour the delivery. And of course this is 
possible while still observing the basic 
verse and imagery disciplines. John Bell 
took this step even further with M uch A do  
A bou t N othing  and Comedy o f  Errors. But 
again, because of the overwhelming 
presence of place names, as well as 
character’s nam es, which locate the H is­
tories exclusively in England, they need to 
be spoken accordingly.
But how did the English speak in 1600 
or 1400? The question is irrelevant of 
course, bu t th a t of regional variations is 
not. In the H enry’s, Glendower is W elsh, 
Douglas is Scots, H otspur from “ the 
N orth” , Justices Shallow and Silence are 
from Gloucestershire and so on, and 
M istress Quickly, Francis, B ardolph and 
Co. are w ritten in a rough dialect very 
suited to a cockney twang. England is 
symbolically torn apart in one scene of 
Henry, and is the prize everyone is fighting 
for. It is essential to capture this feeling of 
the country as a whole, and hence the 
respective accents are necessary. Again, in
Richard
Wherrett
the more abstract Richard III, we tried  to 
forge an original accent, com prised of 
various English regional dialects — som e­
thing very rough, aggressive, b ru tal, as is 
the text of R ichard  as a whole. There is, 
however, a world of difference between the 
two texts, indeed one feels Shakespeare 
has m atured  a great deal in Henry IV , 
despite w hat is often so brilliant in 
Richard III. The most obvious difference 
is the great use of prose m ade in Henry IV , 
roughly half the play, and again, generally 
given to the tavern world, as the verse is to 
the Court. Those actors crossing from 
verse to prose are im m ediately faced with a 
radically different way of speaking.
Verse or prose however, Shakespeare is 
either way always a very difficult text to 
m ake clear, and a basic acting problem  is 
how to achieve clarity w ithout becom ing 
static and dull. O ur basic concern at 
Nimrod is th a t Shakespeare, as with any 
contem porary dram atist, be lively, en te r­
taining, and dynamic. The balance 
between the dynamic and special discip­
lines required  is a very fine one.
N im rod’s Henry IV.
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Overcoming
prejudices
Some background first. W arren  
M itchell replied to an invitation from  Joe 
M acColum in 1977 th a t the role of Shylock 
— or the play did not interest him  all tha t 
m uch bu t K ing Lear did. We took it from  
there and scheduled the play for 1978.
I m et W arren a couple of tim es in 
Sydney and talked generally about the play 
whilst he was in A ustralia in 1977. 
Afterwards we corresponded by casette.
He had  seen the fam ous Buzz Goodbody 
production for the RSC and been trem en­
dously im pressed by its theatrical vitality 
and clear story-line. This version had  been 
heavily cut and ran  only about two hours.
I knew from  our previous experience in 
presenting Shakespeare th a t there were 
certain prejudices to be overcome am ongst 
our audiences — particularly  the schools: 
Shakespeare was boring because he was 
¿incomprehensible; he had  no relevance to 
today; the plays were ‘too long’.
So I was very sym pathetic to W arren ’s 
ideas about a cut version of the play which 
would retain the basic story-line b u t lose 
many of the side issues and proliferations. 
He sent me Buzz G oodbody’s script and 
suggested we use it. I m ust here acknow ­
ledge the trem endous debt I owe her as I 
incorporated m any of her cuts in our final
W arren Mitchell (right) in Q TC ’s Lear 
Photo: Publicity Photos.
production. Roughly one-third of the text 
had  gone. Of course in such a truncated  
version m any of the speeches th a t 
belonged to original characters were now 
given to other people. This created some 
problem s in rehearsal where some of the 
cast felt their characters had  been 
changed, b u t we finally agreed th a t our 
production was ‘a version of K ing L ea r’ 
and th a t reference to the original text 
would only h inder us: we played w hat we 
had.
The story-line was clear and precise. 
The play flowed logically into two parts: 
from the m ajestic ritual of the opening 
scene through to the horrific blinding of 
G loucester as P a rt One and from E dgar’s 
entrance “ Yet be tter thus and known to be 
condem ned” to the final tragic end.
Then we looked at the language in 
detail. W henever a word or phrase was 
obscure we tried to find a modern 
equivalent. T hus K ent’s “ She sum m oned 
up her meiny, straight took horse” becam e 
“ She sum m oned up her household, 
straight took horse” . Sometimes, p a r t­
icularly with the Fool and Poor Tom  it was 
difficult and on occasion we left the 
original. Sometimes inspirations struck. 
One delight was a change from the Fool’s 
“ If a m an ’s b rains were in his heels were 
he not in danger of kibes” to “ If a m an’s 
brains were in his heels were he not in 
danger of ch ilbrains” and the pun got a 
laugh at every perform ance.
In discussion with Peter Cooke, the 
designer, we agreed about the production 
concept: we were after an environm ent 
ra ther than  a set, we needed clothes not 
costumes and we d idn’t w ant either set or 
costumes to pin the play down to a 
specific, identifiable period. The result was 
a heavily textured  flooring on three levels 
with a monolithic ‘door’ at the back, and 
clothes m ade of skins, felt and fur th a t 
looked as if they had  been stitched by 
hand.
The play had  sound/m usic specially 
composed by Jim Cotter m uch of it 
em anating from  a synthesiser. I w anted to 
avoid th a t (to me) dreadful off stage 
trum pet call sound th a t one so often hears. 
So m uch of the sound was slightly 
distorted.
“ W hat is my action?” becam e the key 
question during the early rehearsal period. 
In solving it W arren  was an inspiration not 
only insofar as his own role was concerned 
b u t in helping others to clarify their 
objectives. We laboured long and hard  
over some scenes, particularly the most 
difficult ‘m ad ’ scenes. Fortunately I had  
Robert K ingham  as Assistant D irector and 
he was able to take other actors off and 
rehearse them  elsewhere. Nonetheless the
scarey joke was being bandied  about 
“we’re doing Act Two as a program m e 
note” . It was slow, grinding work.
Eventually this side of the work began to 
be m astered  and we introduced other 
problem s: handling the language, verse 
speaking, selective em phasis. I set as a goal 
W illiam Poel’s “ Twenty lines a m inute” 
and this w ithout gabbling or hurrying. We 
proved it could be done. There were no 
pauses between scenes, as characters 
exited in one scene the new ones entered 
and the text was picked up. W e tried  to 
m ake the play flow and not let the 
audience “ off the hook” .
Then cam e the run-throughs with 
costum es and  props and the dress 
Rehearsal period. Even at this late stage 
we were changing — cutting odd lines, 
pu tting  back others, changing blocking. 
But under W arren ’s leadership there was 
excitem ent in the air and a feeling we were 
‘on to som ething’.
David R ead did some beautifu l lighting, 
Joe M acColum  harangued  the com pany 
about speech generally and audibility 
particularly . John H um phreys w asn’t too 
happy about the fight scenes, the swords 
kept bending, certain  costum es d idn’t fit 
or were “ hell to w ear” the smoke gun 
w ouldn’t work — it was the usual story.
But it finally came together.
D id we achieve all we set out to do? No. 
So we’re all looking forward to rem ounting 
the production  for the Seymour Centre in 
Sydney in Septem ber. But it was a success 
with our audiences, particularly  the 5,000 
school kids who saw it, it got good notices 
and gave all of us who worked on it a 
trem endous sense of involvement. I th ink  
we all learned  a lot.
a n n  M cDo n a l d  
COLLEGE OF DANCING
(Est. 1926)
Ballet (R.A.D.) Examinations
in all grades, pre-prelim inary 
to solo seal.
Full-time day classes also
Classes and Private Tuition
Ballroom, Latin American,
Old Tim e, Social, Theatrical, 
M odern, Jazz and Classical.
The Greenwood H all Complex  
196 L iverpool Road,
Burwood. N .S .W . 2134 
Phone 74 6362 (A .H . 428 1694)
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Helen Hemingway (Tracy), Lulu P inkus (Deidre) and  Jillian A rcher (Sandra) 
in H oopla’s Everest Hotel.
A throw-away play
EVEREST HOTEL
JACKHIBBERD
Everest Hotel by Snoo Wilson. Hoopla Theatre Foundation, 
Playbox Theatre, Melbourne, Vic. Opened 20th June 1978. 
Director, Q a rr i*  Hutchinson; Music, Rad Symons and 
A ndrew  Ball; Stage Manager, M aryanns G ray; Lighting, 
N lckl Lacom pta.
Sandra, Jllllan  A rchar; Tracy, Hsian Ham lngw ay; 
Deidre, Lulu P inkus.
(Professional)
Snoo W ilson, who was brought out here 
for last year’s Playwrights Conference, on 
the evidence of The Everest Hotel, should 
never have been allowed to return  to
E ngland. Any one of several of our 
playwrights could have conducted a
dram aturgical operation on the play and 
stitched it into theatrical shape. The
Conference has got it all wrong. Play­
wrights like John O sborne need our help; 
not vice versa. Indeed a policy of
in ternational aid for wound-down writers, 
hacks and  poseurs could readily be 
im plem ented, though this would be a 
luxury even in these heady days of 
A ustralian dram a.
In general, the stalw arts of traditional 
conservative theatre  in A ustralia can be 
guaranteed to swoon uncritically before a 
Big Name. The avant-garde, another pack 
of dedicated cultural cringers, will usually 
grovel before a New Name. Deep down 
both  groups share a detestation of 
A ustralia, so m uch so tha t, unlike P W hite 
and B H um phries, they cannot even bear 
to creatively utilize their odium . They live 
in A ustralia b u t their minds reside in 
London or New York.
I don’t know where Snoo W ilson’s mind 
was when he wrote The Everest H otel — 
it’s one of those am orphous extrusions tha t 
could be variously labelled a theatrical 
joke, ur-D ada, hip Liverpudlian seren­
dipity, or ju s t p lain awful. W ilson has 
snapped up a few satirical ideas, shuffled 
them , then left them  m arooned, anchor­
less, unassisted, to starve to death. In  fact 
he throws them  all away, like many of the 
lines in the play. You could say it was a 
throw-away play.
Given H oopla’s curious choice, the 
im m ediate task  for the director and cast 
should have been a tenaciously reh ab ­
ilitative and interpretative assault on the 
text. The perform ance I saw was woolly 
and underprepared  — understandable to a 
certain  extent as the production had been 
pushed on early due to the prem ature 
demise of T ed Nielsen’s Let M e In.
Less understandable was the produc­
tion’s lack of elem entary dram atic and 
comic structure, its sheer incom prehen­
sibility due in p a rt to the inane text but
also due to a failure to establish a set of 
recognizable conventions. If this left the 
cast ra ther rudderless, it left the audience 
utterly floundering.
The opacity of The Everest H otel is not 
the com prehensible incom prehensibility of 
m uch of absurdist theatre, where reality is 
wittily and  painfully tu rned  on its head; its 
obscurities owe m uch more to wilful 
indulgence and a rare ineptitude.
The games and  histrionic sports of the 
three women, with their anti-religious and 
anti-political im ports, need to be openly 
and cleanly seen as such, as the playful 
em anations of three distinct characters, as 
the satirical and cynical sublim ations of 
those caught in some social quagm ire. 
Instead we are given little to purchase
A very great 
performance indeed
ELECTRA________________
DAVID PARKER
Electra by Sophocles, translated by Nick Enright and Frank 
Hauser. Melbourne Theatre Company, Athenaeum Theatre, 
Melbourne, Vic. Opened June 15, 1978. Director, Frank  
H auaar; designer, Anna F rasar; music composed by Halan  
G iffo rd .
Orestes, David D ow nar; Tutor, Dannls Olsan; Pylades, 
M lchaal Edgar; Electra, Jan n lfa r Hagan; Chrysothemis, 
Sandy Qora; Clytenmestra, Ira n a  Inascort; Aegisthus, 
John Stanton; Chorus, Batty Bobbitt, Valm a Bolton, 
Sally C ahill, Jud ith  M cG rath , Jan n lfar W ast, Katy  
W ild; Hand Maidens, M arcia Daana-Johns, Adala  
Law ln; Musicians, P atar M andar, D a tla f Bauar. 
(Professional)
upon, the characters merge rootlessly, 
interactions are rarely face-to-face, sex­
uality is crude and male-im posed, ideas flit 
past arbitrarily , the disordered theory ends 
up disordered practice. O ne marvels th a t 
Snoo W ilson could be linked, a t any level, 
with Stoppard, B renton and H are if this is 
a fair exam ple of his work.
Given these difficulties, Jillian Archer, 
Helen Hemingway and Lulu P inkus throw 
everything they’ve got at the audience, who 
like me seemed dazed and befuddled by 
the level of energy and com m itm ent, as if it 
were a game of hockey with only one team , 
no sticks, no ball and no goals. The best 
things in the evening are the songs, warmly 
yet pugnaciously perform ed by the cast.
Let me unreservedly say th a t F rank  
H auser’s production of Electra for the 
MTC is the very best I have ever seen of a 
G reek tragedy. Not th a t I have really seen 
many. O ff-hand I can recall Olivier in his 
O ld Vic O edipus R ex  (with Sybil 
T horndike as Jocasta), W olfit in both 
Oedipus the K ing  and Oedipus in Exile, 
Eileen Herlie as M edea, Ashcroft as 
E lectra (the only tim e a perform ance from 
D am e Peggy disappointed me) with 
C atherine Lacy as Clytem nestra and  Leo 
M cK ern The T utor, and several local 
A ustralian productions (including of 
course G u th rie’s Oedipus for the Old 
Tote).
Normally I am  not enthusiastic a t the 
prospect of seeing G reek plays. For me
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there is usually too m uch ranting, long 
dreary speeches in high flown verse 
translations, and generally static produc­
tions. This Electra though held me 
spellbound, with a taut, compelling and 
straight-forw ard production in which not a 
word seemed to be lost, and m ade it really 
seem more of a play than a recitation. How 
much was due to Nick E nright and 
H auser’s easy-to-follow simplified transla­
tion or to the la tte r’s actual direction one 
does not know. Possibly a m arriage of the 
two.
The backstage beating of drum s and 
cymbals a t crucial m om ents heightened 
the suspense and frequently underlined 
otherwise silent areas of action. O n the 
evening I saw the play, it was noticeable 
how gripped the audience was in the urn  
scene — one could certainly have heard  
tha t proverbial pin drop — which is surely 
the test of a good production.
A really com fortable, warm and rich set 
from Anne Fraser helped considerably, as 
did the constant re-grouping and unm ono- 
tonous speaking of the Chorus. In fact the 
Chorus seemed to work together better 
than I have known in previous Greek 
productions, and certainly were not hand i­
capped by grotesque masks as can 
sometimes happen.
Two perform ances jarred . Firstly Sandy 
G ore’s Chrysothemis, E lectra’s sister, 
which was all right in repose and 
sometimes achieved results but, all too 
often presented with a bright and breezy 
air, seemed to have wandered in from a 
m uch more m odern play. Then there was 
Dennis O lsen’s T utor which, in clipped 
tones, seemed to border too m uch on some 
of his recent G ilbert and Sullivan perform ­
ances. Yet Olsen normally is an actor of 
considerable stature, so I can only hazard
a guess as to the reason, and really have no 
prom pting for so doing. My theory is tha t 
he started  off by giving his well known 
im personation of a quivering old m an, tha t 
this did not meet with H auser’s approval, 
the director tried to stam p it out and in 
doing so left the actor m id-stream  with the 
rather unsatisfactory characterisation he 
ended up with.
As E lectra’s m other, Clytemnestra, 
Irene Inescort was right up to her very 
highest form, building up a towering 
figure tha t was grasping, chilling and 
horrifying. David Downer too succeeded 
with Orestes, m aking every phase seem 
m eaningful.
Jennifer H agan, after disappointing me 
somewhat with her Mrs Sullen in The 
Beaux ’ Strategem, gave a heart-rendingly 
powerful perform ance in the title role. 
W hite-faced and waiflike, w ithout resort­
ing to any ranting  or obvious over-acting, 
she still m anaged to play with all stops out, 
yet at m om ents was tellingly subdued. It 
was a very great perform ance indeed and if 
Miss H agan was doing it in London or New 
York there is no doubt she would be the 
talk of the town with people queuing up 
just to see her perform ance. I cannot 
believe M elbourne will see a better one this 
year. O nstage alm ost the entire time, 
Electra, who like H am let is possessed with 
the desire to revenge her fa ther’s death, 
m ust be a very taxing role indeed, yet at 
curtain  call Miss H agan gave no indication 
of any exhaustion. Now — just to complete 
her acting range — will someone please 
cast her as Shaw’s St Joan?
One is surprised that, since Electra at 
one and a half hours is a short play, the 
MTC did not back it with a short classic 
comedy. W hen the O ld Vic staged it they 
also presented Chekhov’s The Wedding.
Jennifer W est (Chorus), Jennifer H agan (Electra), Betty Bobbitt and Valma Bolton 
(Chorus) in the M TC ’s Electra. Photo: David Parker
It is a production 
without ideas
KING LEAR_______________
V I RICHARDS
King Lear by William Shakespeare, translated by David  
W illiam son. Monash University presents the Alexander 
Theatre Company, Melbourne, Vic. Opened 30 June ¡978. 
Director, Set Design. Pater Oyston; Costume designer, 
Jenny Tate; Lighting. John B eckett and Yvonne  
Hackey; Stage Manager. Charm ayne Lane.
Fool, Joe Bolza; Cordelia. Jackie  Kerin; Lear, Reg 
Evans; Albany. David Price; Goneril, Lisa Dom broski; 
Regan. Ros Horln; Cornwall, Nicholas K islenski; 
Gloucester. Kevin Colebrook; Edgar. Robbie M cGregor; 
Edmund. Colin Nugent; Kent, Robert Bell; Gentleman, 
Old Man, Doctor, Jeffre y  Booth; King of France, Rodney 
Charts; Burgundy. Oswald, Ric Harley.
(Professional)
A production tha t combines the u n ­
doubted talents of W illiam Shakespeare, 
David W illiamson and Peter Oyston 
should have been a trium ph: the fact tha t 
is a great deal less than  successful is sad, 
bu t com prehensible. It indicates a failure 
of nerve.
A dapting Shakespeare, w hether to give 
Rom eo and Juliet a happy ending or to 
m ake some crypto m arxist point or in this 
case to try and m ake the language and 
story understandable, has a long, some­
w hat d isreputable history. We need not go 
into tha t, save to say th a t Shakespeare is a 
good deal better writer than his erstwhile 
im provers.
W hat I would dispute in the case of 
David W illiamson is th a t the language is 
alm ost impossible for a m odern A ustralian 
audience to understand. Especially the 
language of K ing Lear, and especially 
when W illiam son has only done a line for 
line transm ogrification of poetry to (dull) 
prose. It is ra ther like a Classic Comics 
version of Paradise Lost.
It seems to me th a t the problem s of 
Shakespearian language arise not from  the 
fact th a t it is E lizabethan English, bu t 
from the fact th a t it is dram atic Eliza­
bethan  English w ritten shrewdly, for a 
particu lar play going class. It served up to 
th a t class w hat they w anted: masses of 
characters, com plicated plots, poetry, 
allegory, myth.
One has to ask what the essence of the 
plays is: narrative or mythologised 
characters speaking poetry. Telling the 
story is simple, you could do K ing Lear in 
three paragraphs, bu t the felt meaning, 
the purpose of the play can ’t come from 
changing the great language to journalese.
However it m ight have been possible to 
give it another language and another 
structure to achieve a sim ilar effect; if the 
concern was for the m eaning of the play (as 
the director says in the program m e) then 
m ake a play and production about tha t 
subject. D on’t confuse a battle  with the 
straw men of academ e with what happens 
in the theatre. A more audacious approach 
m ight have considered the power and 
sym pathy of CJ D ennis’ piece on the 
Senitm enta l B loke  on Romeo and Juliet or 
Charles M arowitz’s. versions of 
Shakespeare.
It may be tha t W illiamson, who on more 
than one occasion has indicated tha t he 
thinks Shakespeare is unproduceable,
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feels th a t Shakespeare shouldn’t be p rod­
uced, as Trevor Nunn does of the Greeks, 
bu t to then do a version tha t is even less 
workable than the original is very strange. 
He has taken out the great speeches and 
exposed the creaky structure and m ade a 
m uch dim inished Lear.
Even the story of the play is no more 
com prehensible than it is in the original; 
there are still the welter of characters, the 
m ultiple plots. And Oyston’s production 
doesn’t help either. The focus on Lear is 
spoilt by his smallness, and apparent 
equality with the subplot of G loucester/ 
E dgar/E dm und . A more m eandering and 
prosaic procession of inaudible speeches 
would be hard  to find.
Reg Evans (Lear); Joe Bolza (The Fool). 
Peter Oystons production of David 
Williamson’s “King Lear” after Shakespeare.
Oyston has set the thing in a polystyrene 
Stonehenge for a mystical reason or two, 
not apparen t in the production. In this 
wide expanse we have a shuffling cast of 
actors of no great skill. Reg Evans offers a 
Lear of some dignity, bu t no power, who 
seems more puzzled than crazy. Neither he 
nor Oyston have solved the peculiar 
problem  of the opening of the play, the 
hinge on which the narrative development 
depends. T hat is the silliness of Cordelia in 
not conforming to the social niceties 
required  by her father, and the m onum en­
tal arrogance of Lear in not accepting her 
anyway. I t’s not helped by Jackie K erin’s 
Cordelia, who was too insipid to be 
provocative. For the rest, the less said the 
better. Joe Bolza’s Fool shows tha t he 
should stick to mime; and Robbie 
M cG regor’s Edgar has a few signs of life.
Oyston has failed to give the play a 
purpose for being, except some intellectual 
glosses in the program m e. It is a 
production w ithout ideas.
And David W illiamson ought to have a 
th ink about who it is tha t goes to the 
theatre in this country and why. If it is a 
fairly middle class educated audience, 
then surely it is in the production that 
points can be made, not in fiddling with 
pseudo translations. And if they want to 
gather school kids into the bosom of the 
theatre, then let them  use more im agina­
tion and less patronising fiddling with the 
language.
Colin Friels Darcy 
is something of a tour 
de force
LES DARCY SHOW  
CEDOONA_______________
MICHAEL MORLEY
The Les Darcy Show by Jack H ibbard. South Australian 
Theatre Company, The Playhouse, Adelaide, SA. Opened 20 
June, 1978. Director, Ron Blair; Designer, Richard  
Roberts; Lighting. Hlgal Lavlngs; Dances, Fights, 
M ichael Fu ller.
Les Darcy, Colin Friels; Margaret Darcy, Leslie Daym an; 
Ned Darcy, Isobel K irk; Mick Hawkins, W ayne Jarra tt; 
Tex Rickard. M ichael Fu ller; Father Coady, Mel Qibson; 
Winnie O’Sullivan, Judy Davis; Woman, M ichele  
Stayner; Jack Kearns, Toney Prehn.
Cedoona bv Roger Pulvers.
Mother, Isobel K irk; Father. Leslie Daym an; Girl, 
M ichele Stayner; Chuck, Mel Qibson; Garrie, Colin 
Friels; Doctor. Judy Davis.
(Professional)_________________ ______________________
The SATC double bill of Jack H ibberd’s 
The Les Darcy Show  and Roger Pulvers’ 
Cedoona is hailed on the program  as a 
“ double knockout” . In its way, an apt 
enough description: for H ibberd’s play at 
least leaves the observer feeling tha t he has 
been hit with something real and tangible. 
Pulvers’ piece, on the other hand, is more 
like an am ateur featherweight with a 
powder-puff punch m asquerading as a 
heavyweight cham pion who sadly suffers 
from a glass jaw. Give him one solid poke 
and he collapses in a crum pled heap of 
deflated ideas and hum bled hopes.
H ibberd’s vaudeville-cum-sideshow 
treatm ent of the Les Darcy story is 
exuberant, funny, vital and constantly 
theatrical. One hesitates to proffer 
suggestions to a w riter of his ability, so the 
following observations should be read as a 
m uted, if nevertheless firm plea — can we 
please have the next ten rounds featuring 
Darcy against the forces th a t finally 
defeated him ? There is surely the m aterial 
here for a full length play in which the 
sideshow elem ents are more extensively 
deployed, in which Darcy’s opponents in 
the ring and out are fleshed out and set 
against the central figure. As the work now 
stands, it seems like a first draft for a more 
extended play, a d ram a in which H ibberd 
could m ake more use of his skilful 
assim ilation of ideas and techniques from 
Brecht, Arden, and popular theatre.
I was left feeling somewhat cheated tha t 
more was not made of the American 
experience, and th a t the pathos of D arcy’s 
situation seemed deliberately excluded. 
Not tha t a scenario along the lines of “ the 
tragical rise and fall of the great 
A ustralian folk hero” is called for. P art of 
the play’s strength is tha t it never overtly 
sets Darcy up as the archetypal A ustralian 
figure. He is an individual; and yet
precisely because of this and the situations 
in which H ibberd sets him , he can also be 
seen as the expression of concerns and 
qualities which are representative. In spite 
of the swagger and engaging “ take-it-or- 
leave-it” tone of H ibberd’s preface, the 
play itself seems curiously lightweight and 
at times alm ost constricted in its deploy­
m ent of character and incident (though 
some of this is undoubtedly due to the 
direction). W hat one misses in the play 
and what M r H ibberd undoubtedly has the 
ability to give us is som ething akin to those
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questions Shaw throws up in his reflections 
on the prize-fighting scene in the witty and 
perceptive preface to Cashel B yron ’s 
Profession: “ the spectacle of a poor 
hum an anim al fighting faithfully for his 
backers, like a terrier killing rats . . .  is 
one which ought to persuade any sensible 
person of the folly of treating  the actual 
com batants as the ‘p rincipals’ in a prize 
f ig h t . . . The prize fighter is no more w hat 
the spectators imagine him to be than  the 
lady with the wand and star in the 
pantom im e is really a fairy queen.”
The perform ances in Ron B lair’s p rod­
uction are considerably more convincing 
and energetic than  those on view in recent 
SATC work. In particular, Colin Friels’ 
Darcy is som ething of a tour de force; 
energetic, professional, and displaying a 
rare degree of physical agility in the boxing 
workouts (well staged by M ichael Fuller). 
It was certainly not the fault of either tha t 
the jig tha t closes the play did not quite 
achieve the degree of excitem ent and 
release of energy tha t it surely needs. 
Similar in its way to M usgrave’s dance, it 
cries out to be staged in such a way tha t 
the audience experiences a feeling sim ilar 
to the elation caused by a last m inute goal, 
or the collective release of b rea th  at a 
tum bling trick th a t closes an acrobatic act. 
Here it seemed alm ost an afterthought, in 
spite of Friels’ skilful and rhythm ic 
com bination of dance and boxing 
footwork.
As M argaret Darcy, Les D aym an was 
impressive, avoiding for the most p a rt the 
pitfalls of the pantom im e dame im person­
ation and convincing one of the aptness of 
the casting. Looking at times like a larger, 
more form idable version of the Anthony 
Perkins’ character in Psycho, Dayman 
m anaged the m other/son exchanges well 
and neatly steered the character past the 
stock Irish m other cliches. Isobel K irk was 
less successful as the father: though not 
quite physically right for the role, she 
could have done, one felt, with a little 
guidance when it came to adopting the 
male persona. The other characters, with 
the exception of Judy Davis as W innie, 
Les’s girlfriend, seemed rather pallid and 
underw ritten.
Ron B lair’s direction lacked focus and 
tended to lose the perform ers on the th rust 
stage, allowing them  ra rd o m  and lengthy 
entrances and exits. Far better to have 
staged the piece as a sideshow with a 
gallery of figures playing front-on to the 
audience. In this way the excellent songs, 
which tend, alas, to get lost, could have 
been more effectively projected.
The second bout of the evening resulted 
in a double victory to Roger Pulvers over 
both cast (on points) and the reviewer, who 
threw in the towel somewhere in the fourth 
round (appropriately entitled ‘N odding’). 
Wallowing around in another’s murky 
pool of free association is not my idea of 
theatre and after a hotch-potch of images 
and motifs from O riental theatre, Bond, 
Ionesco, Beckett, Jung, and the 
“ American Connection” , I could only 
conclude tha t the author m ust presum ably 
share the view, expressed by one of his 
characters, tha t “ sense is the very last 
thing I need” . My sympathies to the cast, 
gallant and unbowed in defeat.
THE GOOD PERSON OF 
SECHWAN
RICHARD FOTHERINGHAM
The Good Person o f  Sechwan by Bertolt Brecht. La Boite 
Theatre, Brisbane Qld. Opened 23 June, 1978. Director, Fred  
W easlay.
Wang, Q raam a H attrick ; Shen Te, Shui Ta, Pata 
Q ottschalk; Yang Sun, Paul Hasalar; Mrs Yang, Lorna 
Bol; Mrs Shin, Bath Prascott; Lin To, Policeman, Priest, 
Robart Koabnar; Mrs Mitzu, Doraan Wilson; Sister in 
Law, Prostitute, Niece, Andraa Moor; Unemployed Woman, 
Varlty  Ridgman; Waiter, Nephew, John Tyrar; Prostitute, 
Girl, Panny Bundy; Grandfather. John Bom badiari; 
Woman. Panny Brow n; Man. Kan W all; Shu Fu. M ika  
Vaughan; Carpet Dealer, God 1, Harry W atson; Wife, 
P atricia Furm an; Limping Man, God 2, Stevan Billatt; 
God 3. Lyn M oorfoot.
(Amateur)
The main disadvantage with La Boite’s 
system of professional artistic direction 
and am ateur casts (further com plicated by 
the occasional involvement of the profes­
sional T IE  team  actors) is the unevenness 
of the end product. Just as Rick Billing- 
hu rst’s excellent Young M o  was m arred by 
several lam entably weak perform ances, so 
this current offering is well below the 
standards we have come to expect of La 
Boite, and is only spasmodically rescued 
by an effective scene of a good perfor­
mance.
I t’s particularly unfortunate tha t it 
should be The Good Person o f  Sechwan 
(by my reckoning one of the great plays of 
the century) which has suffered in this way. 
A m asterw ork like this, which we’re likely 
to see once in a decade if lucky, needs the 
attention of the most experienced and 
socially aware production forces available, 
not (as here) a young workshop standard  
cast, uncertain  direction, and truly dread­
ful sets and costuming. There wasn’t a 
mom ent of pleasure in the whole first act, 
and only critical duty kept me there after 
interval. At the end I wasn’t sorry I’d 
stayed, if only for the extraordinary levels 
of irony which the script achieves in its 
resolution. Peta G ottschalk as the good 
person Shen Te forced to adopt the harsh 
alter ego Shui T a was good enough to 
m ark her as an actress of promise, and 
Mike V aughan’s Shu Fu the barber was an 
intelligently low key and amusing 
perform ance. M ost of the rest of the cast 
appeared never to have set foot on a stage 
before.
The Good Person o f  Sechwan was 
penned by Brecht during the darkest days 
of W orld W ar II, and is a parable of what 
a good person has to do in order to survive 
in a world of greed and exploitation. It is a 
consciously cool look at western capitalist 
society through the form of an oriental 
fable; as Brecht himself said it uses “ the 
parable form, which discloses without 
trouble and without possibility of evasion 
how shabby and im perfect a society is in 
which a m an can only be good and decent
when he is regularly b ad ” . To be staged 
effectively and honestly it requires a 
director who has a t least some idea of w hat 
B recht’s stage theories mean in practice; a 
rigorous exploration of the possibilities of 
the parab le  form; and an acting group 
with enough worldly knowledge to under­
stand th a t the ironies of the script are the 
ironies of life and not merely clever 
penm anship.
This production had none of these, and 
La Boite, though a lively place and an 
‘alternative’ theatre  in one sense, is still 
p art of the furs and wine opening night 
circuit. I don’t th ink anyone fronted up to 
the post-perform ance foyer party with even 
the slightest twinge of conscience.
Little stimulation for 
an audience
POINT OF DEPARTURE
KATHARINE BRISBANE
Point o f Departure by Jean Anouilh. Queensland Theatre 
Company. SGIO Theatre. Brisbane Qld. Opened 29 June. 1978. 
Director. Joe MacColum ; Designer. Fiona Reilly; Lighting. 
Rodney Therkelsen; Stage Manager. Lonnie Kennedy. 
Father. Douglas Hedge; Orpheus. Alan W ilson; C ashier. 
Dianne Eden; Station Waiter. John Atha; Monsieur Henri. 
G eoffrey Rush; Curls G illian Hyde, Heide Lee; Molac. 
Russell New m an; Manager. S tuart Kemp; Eurydice. 
Qaye Poole; Mother, Pat Thomson; Vincent, David  
C lendlnnlng; Mathias. Geoff C artw righ t; Hotel Waiter, 
Ron Layne; Clerk. Bruce Parr.
(Professional)
I suppose every theatre afficionado  of 
my generation m ust have once been in love 
with Jean Anouilh. Memories of his 
qualities of rom antic perfection, worldly 
cynicism and uncom prom ising sincerity 
m ust still bring shivers of nostalgia to 
em otional recall.
In my case the only professional 
production I ever directed (in the sense 
tha t everybody w as paid) was The W altz o f  
the Toreadors at the Perth Playhouse in 
the ’50s. I think I m ust have read 
everything th a t Anouilh had written by 
tha t point. M uch later, in the Paris of 1969 
still up tu rned  by the revolutionary events 
of 1968 (led by young people not too far 
removed from A nouilh’s Antigone) I saw 
the opening of his Cher Antoine, another 
version of his Recherche de Tem ps Perdu 
in the drawing rooms of ancient chateaux, 
which had become his chosen style. The 
tim e seemed very far from Antigone  and 
Point o f  Departure.
So it seemed an impossible but in tri­
guing idea tha t the Q ueensland Theatre 
Company should choose to revive the latter 
in their current season at the SGIO 
Theatre. W hat appeal would it have for
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Brisbane audiences, one asked oneself. 
W as it to celebrate M r Bjelke Peterson’s 
abolition of death duty? The answer 
proved simpler than that: the author was 
selected at the personal plea of the 
G overnor-General, Sir Zelman Cowan; 
and the play by the director, Joe 
M acColum , because he liked it — and, no 
doubt the presence of the beautiful, 
fragile-looking Gaye Poole, certainly a find 
for the company, had something to do with 
it.
Point o f  Departure is a modern adap ta ­
tion w ritten at the height of the Second 
W orld W ar, of the legend of O rpheus and 
Eurydice. It opens in a railway cafe where 
a poor musician and his son (Orpheus) are 
waiting for a train . The father is absorbed 
in the problem  of how to preserve his 
modest pleasures; the son with the sadness 
of their pedestrian life. A travelling 
company of actors arrive: they too are 
self-absorbed, play-acting pride and 
passion.
Among them, wistfully, is Eurydice who, 
upon hearing the strains of O rpheus’s 
violin, is drawn to him . They move, 
unhesitatingly, into a state of m utual 
self-absorption. Lightly they discard 
O rpheus’s father and Eurydice’s love, who 
throws himself under a train; and with an 
obsessive sense of their own destiny they 
set out on a new life together unham pered 
by realities, with the blessing of the 
mysterious M Henri.
For the rest of the play we watch the 
assault upon their idyll of the grubby 
incidents of every day, like a nosy hotel 
keeper and aspects of each o ther’s 
character and past which do not m atch the 
preconceptions. Eurydice dies while ru n ­
ning away from her im perfections and in 
due course, seduced by the portrait M 
Henri draws of the impossibility of 
preserving perfection in life, O rpheus joins 
her.
The play, like his Antigone  of the same 
period, is filled with the urgency of its 
w artime context: the invading forces of 
death, deprivation and im prisonm ent; the 
need to believe in a perfection beyond the 
reality one knows; and the need to grasp it 
w ithout question wherever and whenever it 
is offered.
Today and in Australia and in colloquial 
English the play does appear a little 
quaint. It is as if the bomb on which the 
principal characters are sitting has been 
defused. There is very little stim ulation in 
such a situation for an audience: for the 
serious theatregoer it has interest as a 
genre piece. The reason is no more than 
time departed — and Anouilh would 
understand  that. In its cycle the right time 
will come round again.
Along with Gaye Poole’s charm ing 
Eurydice I liked in particular Douglas 
H edge’s crusty old hedonist of a father; 
Russell Newman’s im pressario lover 
Molac; and Pat Thomson and David 
C lendinning as Eurydice’s m other and her 
actor-lover Vincent. Alan W ilson’s 
O rpheus was a little exhausting in his 
earnestness, perhaps because he felt the 
need, understandably, to recharge that 
bomb all on his own. The set design by 
Fiona Reilly was probably better in 
concept than in execution.
Legend of 
Ern Malley
PANDORA’S CROSS
BOB ELLIS
Pandora’s Cross by Dorothy H ew ett. Paris Theatre 
Company. Paris Theatre. Sydney NSW Opened 29 June 1978. 
Director. Jim Sharman; Designer. Brian Thomson; 
Costumes, Luciana A rrighi; Lighting. Bill W alker; Musical 
Director. Roy Ritchie; Choreography. G raham  W atson; 
Stage Manager. Bill W alker.
Band: Piano, Steve Doran; Bass. David Ellis; Sax, Geoft 
Oaks; Guitar. Ned Sutherland; Drums, John Sw anton. 
The Goose, A rthur Dignam; Pandora. Jen n ifer C laire;
Mac Greene, John Gaden; Frangipanni Waterfall, Julie  
M cGregor; Sergeant Tinkerbell. John Param or; Primavera, 
G eraldine Turner; Rudi, Steve J Spears; Ethel Malley, 
Robyn Nevin; Ern Malley, Neil Redfern.
I Professional I
Pandora’s Cross, Dorothy Hewett’s 
tender, uproarious nocturne to a Kings 
Cross forever dying and forever reborn, at 
long last gives to Sydney w hat London, 
New York and Paris have always had  (and 
have always hym ned on stage and screen), 
an urban  mythology. M en m ust have 
legends, wrote Les M urray, else they will 
die of strangeness; and to this myth- 
starved metropolis D ottie with her usual 
Chaucerian generosity has bequeathed a 
subterranean  dream scape all our citizenry 
know by heart. Taxi driver and barrow- 
m an, barm an  and bookie know it well, and 
join in the lunar chorus easily, as bushm en 
w ithout a quibble resound to Henry
Lawson. Only the intelligentsia seem to 
have missed the point, and called this 
wonderful evening scrappy and formless 
and even tasteless. They would have called 
Under M ilkw ood  a silly chaotic a ttack  on a 
valuable fishing port, and A  M idsum m er  
N ig h t’s Dream  bad  A thenian history. The 
intelligentsia can go fuck themselves. 
Pandora’s Cross, its music and its u p roar­
ious characters, will long survive their 
petty footnotes, and dance the tango on 
their forgotten graves.
The story (though story is not quite the 
point) concerns a num ber of once- 
prom inent Satanist bohem ians rem em ber­
ing better days, and the developers’ efforts 
to replace their dream s with high-rise 
buildings. O ut of the m ind of one of them , 
Mac Greene the shabby novelist (John 
Gaden) long dipped in the bottle, comes 
his fam ous creation E rn  Malley, the great 
A ustralian soldier-poet who never was 
(Neil Redfern) to save them  from their 
doom, b u t E rn like all of us is more 
corruptible these days and goes off chasing 
sex instead of resisting the m ultinational 
invader and their save operation falls into 
a melancholy autum nal sham bles: the old 
dream s grow, and engulf them , until they 
are no more; the Cross absorbs them  all. 
Even them , the grubby titans, the special 
tawdry circle round Pandora the witch 
(Jennie Claire) whose funnel web of fading 
lust unites them  till the end.
And they did cut fine figures in their day
John Param or, G eraldine T urner, Steve Spears, Julie Me Gregor, Neil Redfern, 
Robyn Nevin, John Gaden and Jennifer Claire (top) in the Paris Pandora ’s Cross
Photo: Branco Gaica.
THEATRE AUSTRALIA AUGUST 1978 29
(porn peddling, poeticising, pain ting  
pan thers ravishing women on the pave­
ment) and  on those long reiterated  nights 
when it \yas their night to howl. They lived 
out hom erically (or their Pymble visions of 
homerically) their innocent horny ideals of 
Art, Free Love, Free T hough and  so on, 
m aking, in the words of Goose the 
decaying Prospero (A rthur D ignam) 
perched high like Poe’s raven am ong light 
bulbs and cruel iron scaffolding 
lugubriously crooning at his cracked 
piano, a  modest contribution to the culture 
of their city (in his case filthy postcards 
and intim ate rubber goods), bu t all to w hat 
end? The nearing sound of M r Big’s 
jackham m ers. A long rippling sojourn at 
the harb o u r’s bottom  in cem ent boots 
courtesy Rudi, the great m an ’s eager 
sadistic disciple (Steve J Spears, typecast 
again). B anishm ent in perpetuity to M ount 
D ru itt of all places, along with other 
wartim e refugees. “ M ount D ru itt!” 
shrieks Prim avera (G eraldine Turner), the 
sturdy stripper and good lapsed Catholic 
in one of the play’s more brilliant 
illum inations. “ W hat the fuck would we 
do in M ount fucking D ruitt?”
Jim S harm an’s production, witty and 
m oon-drawn, and by the th ird  perfor­
mance sm oothed of all its first night 
wrinkles (all, th a t is, except A rthur 
D ignam ’s electrifying dries, by now a 
trad itional feature of the Sydney stage) is 
in my view the only thoroughly good 
production yet seen of a Dorothy Hewett 
play. H ung precipitously from  Brian 
T hom pson’s vertical Byzantine set (a 
b reath tak ing  solution in girders, neon and 
lonely bedsitters to the problem  of a tiny 
stage), the beautifully orchestrated cast, 
like saints in a stained glass window, 
between them  create a glowing sonata to a 
city and its people.
From so m uch incidental genius on the 
one small stage, all of them  here, athw art 
their chosen Paris barricade, acting their 
socks and  other extremities off in the nam e 
of the w orkers’ revolution, the breaking of 
the oligarchies and the ru in  of the Tote, it 
is difficult to pick. D ignam  and G aden 
pu rr smoothly in as usual, twelve feet in 
altitude above most male perform ers of 
their generation (though G aden, who 
based his m ethylated w riter on me, had 
better bloody w atch it), and Steve J Spear, 
the m ultinational Sunday playwright, 
proves abrasive, spunky and m enacing as a 
provincial Sunday actor.
A bout Jennie Claire’s Pandora, however 
I am somewhat undecided. Her darkling 
m aternal carnality I fear I have suffered 
before, and when, as a devil-summoning 
witch, she should have chilled the blood 
and m ade each individual hair start up 
like quills on the fretful porpentine, she 
merely seemed a corpulent spinster with a 
quaint hobby; and yet her w arm th and her 
bloom ing sorrow abide in the memory, and 
unlike all recent Dottie surrogates she 
out-Hewetts Hewett in the now obligatory 
earth-m othering chore. As Tinkerbell the 
transvestite walloper John Param or, the 
original O ’Malley, alternately rad ian t in a 
Harlow wig and huskily snide in a cap and 
truncheon, shows courage, taste and 
dram atic precision beyond the call of 
constabulary duty; and Neil Redfem , as a
milksoppy E rn Malley, is in good brash 
voice b u t consum mately m iscast in a role 
both unplayable and underw ritten; one 
becomes bored rigid after the first half 
hour with a plaintive puppet upbraiding 
his creator for creating him in the first 
place, and sulkily refusing one night 
stands to anything th a t moves. Geraldine 
T urner, on the other hand, who gave 
profound pause to several convinced 
homosexuals on the opening night with her 
ostrich-feather strip, has precisely tha t 
com bination of qualities (dignity, vulgarity 
and enorm ous breasts) th a t should assure 
her place as a great lady of the A ustralian 
musical stage, if such a glory still exists in 
the gloomy nineteen nineties.
It should. It must. For too long have we 
laboured in the sub-W illiam son quagm ire 
of bickery naturalism  with casts of three in 
dingy rooms, on the stupid prem ise tha t 
this m ade more comm ercial sense than 
song, soliloquy and supernaturality  (in 
short, theatricality) in an age of dwindling 
salaries and colour television. From  
O ’Malley then to Ern Malley now, and 
back to Brecht and Shakespeare and 
music hall and beyond, it is clear tha t what 
people will come out on a cold night to see 
is theatre  and nothing less . . . and theatre 
to them  is a lot of actors on a big stage 
doing clever things to music they can hum  
on the way home in the car; like Ralph 
Tyrrell’s interm ittently  lovely music on this 
particu lar evening, at least one song of 
which, the elegiac “ Jack of H earts” at the 
end of Act One, which should stand as 
D ottie’s epitaph, would in a slightly better 
world have achieved th a t place on the 
jukebox now bestraddled  by Leonard 
Cohen.
The honours of the evening, however, go 
to two ladies. Robin Nevin, as Ethel 
Malley, E m ’s constricted suburban  sister 
forever quivering on the verge of rad ian t 
beauty and trium phan t incest, once again, 
as she did in Season at Sarsparilla, creates 
and defines an archetype so truly tha t we 
feel we have known her all our lives. But 
best of all is Julie M acG regor as the 
scrubby little hooker Frangipanni 
W aterfall (“ crack a fa t or your money 
back”) whose profession reeks from every 
creak in her ill-used body and croak in her 
infantile voice. H er Lilliputian tragedy, her 
stupidity and her poignancy are conveyed 
with such exactitude and such poetic 
uproarious brevity it takes the breath  
away.
. . .  It m ight be appropriate to say one 
more thing. It is this. La Hewett, who is in 
no way inferior to Shakespeare in her 
b read th  of vision, her verbal facility and 
her insights into character, does in fact 
lack one ability th a t the overpraised old 
hack was long on. This is the ability to knit 
things together so they seem (only seem) to 
both begin and end. To this long lack in 
herself she should devote some study, and 
ra ther less paranoia. May I direct her 
attention  to tha t other great poet of the 
A ustralian theatre, ju s t down the road, 
Barry H um phries, to see some part of how 
it is done.
W ith tha t small reservation however 
(and it is a small one), go see it. Beat a path  
through broken bottles to its door. 
A ustralia needs you.
A triumph for all 
concerned
HENRY IV 1 AND 2________
ROBERT PAGE
Henry IV  parts I and 2 by William Shakespeare. Nimrod 
Theatre, Sydney NSW. Opened 30 June 1978. Director, 
Richard W harratt; Designer. Tom Llngwood.
Falstaff, Frank W ilton ; Prince Henry, Fang, John Bell; 
Prince John, Sneer, Mouldy, Gadshill, Tony Sheldon; 
Hotspur, Feeble, Pistol, Pater C arroll; Warwick, Vernon, 
Glendower, Bullcalf, Q eorge Shevtsov; Henry IV, Chief 
Justice, A lexander Hay; Westmorland, Sherrif, Shadow, 
Norm an Kaye; Gower, Silence, Peto, Mortimer. John 
M cTernan; Poyns, Beadle, Shadow, Douglas, Robert 
H ew ett; Lady Percy, Wart. Doll Tearsheet, M ary Lou 
S tew art; Bardoph. Drew  Forsyth; Worcester, Francis, Ron 
H ackett; Mistress Quickly, Aileen Britton; Minstrel, 
Nicholas Lyon.
G reat productions of great plays can 
define our in terpretation  of a whole era. As 
in E lizabethan times the capacity of the 
histories for oblique com m ent on contem ­
porary politics, their richness and range, 
and following from tha t their popularity, is 
brought out to the full at Nimrod. The 
stark  w inter of discontent is discarded in 
favour of a season of unsettled weather; 
the satire of classical comedy and the 
renewal of the rom antic form are rejected 
in favour of a richer view of comedy as part 
bu t not parcel of experience. T ragedy’s 
finality and individual-centredness, 
followed in the destinies of H otspur and 
Falstaff, gives way to the ongoing nature 
and the teem ing collection of characters of 
epic. In short the histories provide a fuller 
view of life.
R ichard W herre tt’s adapta tion  of Henry 
I V  in com pressing the two plays into one 
has allowed him  an even bigger canvas, a 
scope which takes us from a teenage Hal 
(John Bell seems to shed a decade of age) 
to a King, and within th a t the fight for a 
new order in E ngland as the medieval 
ancient regime is bulldozed away. A nation 
emerges from the puerility of folk myth 
(Glendower) and the dead hand  of rigid 
values (R ichard 11) to find its own way.
Conflating the two parts allows the
F rank  W ilson as Falstaff in N im rod’s 
Henry IV . Photo: Peter Holderness
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tapestry to be seen with a longer vision, 
parallels become apparen t between scenes 
which would not otherwise have come 
together, reworkings are made, not just in 
the service of compression, bu t in 
paring away repeated situations. The 
Boar’s H ead is seen not only as a place of 
wit, scapegrace escapades, and the 
pleasures of wine and food (in which the 
audience literally partake) b u t also in 
decline as an undisguised brothel, with a 
feverish whore throwing up before our 
eyes, Falstaff riddled with the diseases tha t 
are the toll of excess, and repartee reduced 
to vulgar slapstick. Falstaff’s first brush 
with the Lord Chief Justice and the corrupt 
proceedings of assem bling his charge of 
“ pitiful rascals” are both seen before the 
Shrewsbury conflict. This becomes the 
single apex of action with the battle  lost 
from P art 2.
The hoary chestnut of w hether or not 
Parts 1 and 2 are, in D octor Johnson’s 
view, “ only two because they are too long 
to be one” is irrelevant here, the issue is 
ra ther w hether this assemblage works as a 
d ram atic whole. My view is unreservedly 
th a t it does.
T aken at large the em phasis falls not so 
m uch on H al’s “ redem ption” in the eyes of 
his father, bu t the deeper issue of his 
emergence as a ruler. John Bell’s Hal, 
then, is a th inking being from the start, 
not the m adcap dissolute set against the 
honour m ania of H otspur. His “ I know 
you all” are the words of an heir apparent 
experiencing the richness of a merrie 
E ngland b u t rem aining unsw am ped by it. 
The rejection th a t m ust come is presaged 
when Falstaff and Hal each play the role of 
Henry IV; the one is a delicious rascal, bu t 
no king, the other is a realist who with 
grim  forward-looking finality answers “ I 
do, I will” to Falstaff’s pointed “banish 
n o t . . . plum p Jack” . The m om ent is 
electric — one rem em bers how limply 
such lines m ust be played when P art 1, 
where Falstaff escapes rejection, is given 
alone.
Here, and it is a m ark  of the greatness of 
F rank  W ilson’s portrayal, Falstaff is taken 
through to his reported  death  in Mistress 
Q uickly’s final obituary which falls just 
short of sentim ent. He begins as tha t 
fulsome symbol of life released by H enry’s 
seizure of the throne. At first he is 
indulged, a “ fa ther” to H al who affection­
ately tousles the youth’s hair, a great body 
fed into age by hours of cups of sack and 
m inutes of capons, and an expansive wit 
th a t steers him  through the narrowest 
escapes. There is both  a strong bond and 
yet distance in the relationship with Hal; 
an affinity m ade the more true by the 
betrayals each perpetrates on the other. 
Falstaff m ust needs be rejected, he stands 
for misrule, for an anarchy tha t denies 
property rights, sexual mores, social 
restrain t. Yet his scepticism pierces 
appearances. The G adshill robbery is set 
against the theft of E ngland by Henry; 
valour is too abstract to w ithstand his 
selfish pragm atism  — men in war are 
ballast for ditches so why not choose the 
m eanest, and justice is to be hoodwinked 
in an age uncertain  of u ltim ate values.
Peter C arroll’s lean frenetic H otspur 
contrasts here more with Falstaff than
with H al. D oubling with A ncient Pistol 
seem ed inspired in adding pointedly to the 
burlesque of H otspur’s ideals, b u t p ro b ­
lem atically as H otspur an alm ost vaude- 
villian style failed to cohere with the 
production; the hefty (inconsistent) no rth ­
ern accent often appeared faintly absurd. 
The flaring tem per, the quicksilver 
em otions, the cavilling and constant 
search for the grail of honour were all 
there, b u t technique dom inated over art. 
H o tspur’s position is too narrow, he is at 
his m ost vital when astride a horse, only 
fully alive when on the battlefield.
As Falstaff wanes into decay and 
H otspur falls to rebellion, the Prince gains 
strength. He knows the tavern life is no 
answer, “ if all the year were playing 
holidays, to sport would be as tedious as to 
w ork” , and th a t constant w arm ongering is 
no way to bring health  to the nation, 
though he does not shirk from battle. 
E picurean  and idealist both  would be 
kings, b u t it is a ruler who can encom pass 
and rise above both  who has the rightful 
head for the crown.
A lexander Hay as the eponymous Henry 
IV feels the full force of the troubled  times
The quality of 
strolling medieval 
players
M O THERCOURAGE
DOROTHY HEWETT
Mother Courage and Her Children by Bertolt Brecht. NIDA at 
Jane Street Theatre, Sydney. Opened 26 June 1978. Director, 
A ubrey M ellor; Designer, Edie K u rzer; Musical Director. 
Roma Conw ay; Stage Manager, Fiona W illiam s.
Mother Courage, K erry W alker; Kattrin, Jenee Walsh; 
Eilif. Ron Rodger; Swiss Cheese, Robert M enzles; Cook, 
John C layton; Chaplain. Robert A lexander; Yvette 
Pottier, Peasant Woman, Angela Punch; Sergeant, General, 
Peasant, Bill Charlton; Recruiter, Young Soldier, Lieutenant, 
Stuart C am pbell.
M other Courage and her Children 
worked fantastically a t Jane Street because 
of the honesty and simplicity of Aubrey
and the guilt at his m eans to the throne. 
Once a divinely sanctioned kingship has 
been overthrown, once a crown has been 
grasped from  a rightful ruler whatever his 
wrongs, the King m ust ever be fearful of 
those with powerful reach. Hal is certain 
“ You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it m e” . 
W herrett wants the relevance to our age to 
be noticed in the corresponding uneasiness 
th a t m ust needs infect the state after the 
overthrow of W hitlam . Yet he is rightly not 
too literal when the parallels are wider 
ranging and more complex than  a one to 
one basis would allow. F raser has not even 
the ridding of an old order as a saving 
grace.
The design concept stems, not from 
light grey suits b u t the paintings of 
Breughel. The set by Tom Lingwood, 
though chinese-box like in its ingenuity, 
never in terrup ted  the action and coped 
adm irably with locales th a t range the 
length and b read th  of England.
T hat the teem ing fullness of life on a 
W ar and Peace scale should have been 
a ttem pted  by W herrett with a cast of 
th irteen  is to be applauded; th a t it came 
off is a trium ph for all concerned.
M ellor’s direction, some good strong 
ensem ble playing from the company, and 
the extraordinary power of Kerry W alker’s 
Courage.
The hom espun clothing, B recht’s plain, 
brown half-curtain , the tableaux and 
groupings of peasants and soldiers, the 
colloquial bawdy translation, gave the 
production a rough homogeneous quality, 
so tha t the epic journey through the thirty 
years war was always tough, savage, 
hum ourous, tragic, and utterly believable.
The direction allowed B recht’s great 
text to illum inate the tiny Jane Street 
theatre with its m inute apron, so tha t the 
audience seldom lost their sense of a 
chronicle, a m orality play. The actors had 
the quality of strolling medieval players 
who had set up their booth in the village 
square.
Kerry W alker is, by all the laws of 
averages, too young to play M other
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Courage, bu t she is an extraordinary 
actress with the guts, the presence and the 
voice to overcome the problem s of her 
youth. A piece of inspired casting gave her 
the lead in the Sharm an/W hite  film The 
Night, the Prowler. It was another 
inspiration to caste her as Courage. H er 
strength held the text and the company 
together on a barely adequate stage.
She had  great support from Jenee W alsh 
with the speaking face and body as the 
m ute K attrin , and Angela Punch, fresh 
from her trium ph as the snivelling bride of 
Jimmy Blacksm ith, who played a double 
role as one of B recht’s high cheekboned, 
hoarse voiced, haggard  whores, and the 
terror-stricken farm er’s wife clinging to 
her piece of ground.
The acting honours went to the women, 
bu t the men provided solid back up, 
particularly Ron Rodger as Eilif, the elder 
son, John Clayton as the Cook, Robert 
Menzies as Swiss Cheese, the younger son, 
and R obert A lexander as the chaplain. 
Clayton is always good in a role tha t needs 
his particu lar quality of realism and 
honest playing.
There were many scenes to rem em ber 
. . . the parting  of Courage and her Cook, 
the death of her elder son, the scarring of 
K attrin , the stru tting  whore and her 
geriatric lovers, K attrin  perched high on 
the wall w arning the sleeping town with 
her beating drum . H er fall was perhaps 
even too realistic. Fear for the safety of the 
actress seemed to intervene in one’s willing 
suspension of disbelief.
Of course there were problem s . . . 
Courage and K attrin  dragging the waggon 
around th a t very small circumference with 
no room to manoeuvre, the sometimes 
wavering voices in the songs, the clum si­
ness of some of the “ crowd” players, b u t 
the m arching feet and the m arching songs 
off helped to create the rhythm s and the 
epic proportions of the play. The tableaux 
around the waggon were particularly  
useful in elevating the journey. They 
worked like inspired film clips, and the 
whore’s fancy h a t and fancy boots becam e, 
in th a t bare setting, images of soiled 
beauty, fem inine fripperies left over in the 
m arch of war.
The Jane Street production proved once 
again th a t a great play doesn’t need a huge 
stage or a gigantic budget . . . w hat is 
needed is perception, tenderness, tough­
ness, honesty, and a little ingenuity.
W
A canny course 
through stylistic 
changes
A HAPPY AND HOLY  
OCCASION
COLLIN O’BRIEN
A Happy and Holy Occasion by John O 'Donoghue. 
National Theatre Company, Playhouse, Perth WA. Opened 30 
June 1978. Director, Stephan Barry; Designer, Sue 
Russell; Lighting, Duncan Ord; Stage Manager, Qeorge  
Tsousis.
Mary O'Mahon, Jenny M cNae; Denny O’Mahon, Andy 
King; Christy O’Mahon, Jerem y Syms; Father O’Gorman, 
Leslie W right; Tocky Keating, Edgar M etcalfe; Houses 
O'Hatloran, Ivan King; Breda Mulcahy, Joan Sydney; 
Cecilia McManus, M argaret Ford.
C ontem porary A ustralian dram a — 
indeed Aust Lit in general — owes a very 
real debt to the Rom an Catholic Church, 
especially to its Indoctrination W ing, good 
old Catholic Education (Irish A ustralian 
Branch). W ithout a reaction to its process 
of im planting Instan t and Irreconcilable 
G uilt Pacem akers deep in the psyche of its 
charges we would have no Tom Kenneally, 
Peter Kenna, Ron Blair or Jack H ibberd. 
To their regret the Dorothy Hewetts of this 
world have to rub along as best they can 
with mere High Anglican Boarding 
School, which on their own admission is at 
best a pale im itation. D octor Jack and I 
m ight come to blows over w hether the 
M arist or C hristian Brothers were the 
more adept a t finding the right mix of 
physical and psychological terror tactics, 
bu t it would be a quibble, doctrinal 
infighting.
Of course acknowledging the C hurch’s 
skill in plutonium ising the spirit is 
somewhat backhand  praise, ra ther like 
thanking the pox, plague and Machiavelli 
for W ebster and Shakespeare. For every 
breakaw ay into im aginative literature 
there are countless souls sitting dutifully in 
public services awaiting their pensions, 
voting Liberal (since the demise of the 
DLP) and carefully steering a sizeable 
num ber of offspring along the parental 
path . In the Jack Cade rebellion in 
2/H enry V I  one of his followers, a certain 
Dick, suggests: “ The first thing we do, 
le t’s kill all the lawyers” . I see his point, 
bu t I for one would w ant to pu t a clip in 
the m agazine of my rifle for a few other 
felons as well.
John O ’D onoghue’s A  H appy and Holy 
Occasion is another exploration of the 
Catholic family in Australia, with strong 
overtones of expatriate Irish alienation. It 
has sufficient force and originality of 
them e for it to be possible to say tha t it is 
not unnecessary in the light of Peter 
K enna’sA  H ard God. The time may come 
for us to cry ‘A m oritorium  on the Micks!, 
bu t not yet O Lord, not yet. As with the
Nazi Holocaust, there are some things 
about which we m ust keep plugging away. 
T rue there will always be aspects of such 
plays unfathom able to the laity, such tha t I 
had to explain to a fellow critic w hat a 
Child of M ary is. My recipe began: “Take 
one im pressionable young girl and a blue 
veil, stir carefully with . . . ”
John O ’D onoghue’s play has been 
sufficiently discussed in these colum ns for 
it to be unnecessary for me to go on about 
it at length. Suffice it to say I found it a 
cu ra te ’s egg of a play both structurally and 
tonally — th a t is if the curate in question 
likes roc eggs for breakfast. The expository 
bones stick out all over the first act, and 
characters tend to come on and tell (rather 
than  show) their characters at length. 
There are aspects of the play on the border 
of caricature and parody, and m om ents of 
intense feeling and insight. I kept finding 
myself aware of influences from tw entieth 
century dram a from all over the shop, 
from O ’Casey to Kenna. I m ust say 
however th a t I did not find the device of 
the young would be sem inarian ‘stopping 
the action’ to come down and give the 
future history of the other characters the 
ja rring  note some others did. I had  one or 
two questions of fact which doubtless a 
quick phonecall to the A rchbishop’s 
Palace here (yes, he has one) would clear 
up: I thought, for instance th a t twelve was 
m arginally underage for a seminary 
(fourteen?), and does an aspirant take a 
b iretta  into the seminary with him ? 
Passing queries only.
Both Stephen B arry’s direction and the 
playing served the play well. M r Barry 
steered a canny course through the stylistic 
changes, and the actors handled them  
dexterously. Joan Sydney grabbed the pa rt 
of blowzy Breda M ulcahy with bo th  hands, 
as did M argaret Ford sm ell-up-her-nose 
Cecila; E dgar M etcalfe’s Tocky K eating 
— som ewhat of a one-note pa rt — had the 
right air of mealym outhed, em bittered 
viciousness Joxer Daly with spiritual 
leprosy; and Ivan King m ade the most of 
the old sod, Houses O ’H alloran. It was 
also a fine debut for a very young actor 
Jeremy Syms as the boy Christy.
I found th a t the perform ances of Jenny 
M cNae as M ary and Leslie W right as 
F ather O ’G orm an were gems. A welcome 
return  of Jenny to Perth. She m anaged 
here to bring off the difficult feat of 
m aking M ary’s incom prehension of the 
nature  of her feelings for the priest 
completely credible, and the nervous 
tension slipping towards m adness chill­
ingly plausible. Leslie W right is one of the 
most unpredictable actors around. His 
skill is unquestionable, bu t the results of 
his playing uncertain. It seems (to me, 
from out front) th a t if he likes what he is 
playing and gets with it he can be 
rem arkably powerful, as he is here in 
m aking this lecherous, morally india-
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rubber priest not only credible but 
likeable. If on the other hand  he seems not 
to get with the p a rt — I felt this with his 
M itch in Streetcar — it looks as though he 
is ju s t winging it, playing from stock. I ’m 
pleased to see him  show us again what he 
can do with som ething th a t challenges 
him.
They perform and 
perform non-stop
BIG BAD MOUSE_________
MARGOT LUKE
Big Bad Mouse by Philip King and Falkland Carey from an idea 
by Ivan Butler. Regal Theatre, Subiaco, WA. Producer, Paul 
Elliot.
Fiona Jones, Jak i Cum m ins; Harold Hopkins, Kaith  Raid; 
Miss Spencer, Ellzabath  Calacob; Mr Price-Hargreaves, 
Jim m y Edw ards; Mr Bloome, Eric Sykas; Lady 
Chesapeake, Joan Young; Doris Povey, Jo Barry. 
(Professional)
Big B ad M ouse  is the sort of play no 
self-respecting critic goes to see, let alone 
praise, b u t ends up coming out babbling 
incoherently about them  not m aking them  
like th a t no more. Perform ers, tha t is, not 
plays. It is, in fact, your sub-standard  
W est-End farce treated  with the contem pt 
it deserves, and hyped up by the simple 
means of using, or abusing it, as a Vehicle 
(capital V), in which those two very funny 
m en and seasoned troupers, Jimmy 
Edw ards and Eric Sykes, rollercoast 
around the world on som ething modestly 
described as a seventh farewell tour.
The story line has the sort of plot tha t 
thins instead of thickening, and revels in 
its stereotypes. The setting is the office of 
C hunkibix, a b iscuit factory. Mousy M r 
Bloome (Eric Sykes) is bullied and belittled 
by bom bastic M r Price-Hargreaves, 
(Jimmy Edwards), until one day the nice 
little m an is m istaken for a sex-maniac 
who haunts W andsw orth Common, after 
which he becomes a celebrity who turns 
on, not merely the office-dolly-bird, bu t 
also the frustra ted  spinster secretary and 
the overpoweringly awesome lady-director 
(not to m ention scores of factory girls 
off-stage).
They have found a way of m aking this 
stuff hilarious by the simple m eans of 
giving priority to the relationship between 
perform er and audience. W hen a polite 
round of applause greets Jimmy Edw ards’ 
first appearance, he obligingly makes 
another entrance to give the audience a 
chance to tu rn  it into an ovation, and 
keeps obliging till they get it right. W hen 
his telephone trick meets with delighted 
b u t subdued giggles, he turns the repeat 
perform ance into a frenetic round of 
applause by rem inding the audience tha t 
the cast is “personally on stage” able to see 
and hear, not like the fellows on the box, 
who don’t appreciate such signs of 
approval. E stablishing the audience’s 
sympathy for Sykes is simple. Edwards 
merely tells them  to go easy on the 
applause, too m uch of it being bad  for 
Sykes. T hunderous welcome for the m an 
with the shy smile when he edges onto the
stage. A nd so it goes on. They trade on the 
im pact of their personalities, well defined 
and well-contrasted — boisterous 
extrovert Edwards, with Sykes more 
reticent, with a slyer sense of hum our.
Between the two of them  they have a fine 
selection of visual jokes, from  the forceful 
karate-chop telephone pickup to the 
various funny walks and absurd  bits of 
mime th a t come stra igh t from  the silent 
classics. Verbally they resuscitate some 
venerable jokes and comic routines by 
sending them  up, garbling and m angling 
them  so th a t they tu rn  into som ething else, 
and of course there is always Jimmy 
Edw ards doing his trom bone solo. They 
perform  and perform , non-stop.
Yes, there is a supporting cast — 
notably the mighty Joan Young, who has 
been in the show since it started  in 1967, 
and who, as Lady C hesapeake steam s 
across the stage like a tank  festooned with 
fur-pieces. There is also W est A ustralian 
E lizabeth Caiacob, tu rn ing  herself into 
agonised knots as Miss Spencer, the 
ultim ate in spinsters, who has not even 
found out w hat the birds and bees are 
supposed to do, let alone people. Her 
m etam orphosis after being given the kiss 
of life by M r Bloome is truly startling. Jaki 
Cum m ins is suitably glam orous as the 
long-stem m ed office beauty, and Keith 
Reid as the office jun ior has a longish 
scene playing straight m an to Jimmy 
Edwards, and one longs for him  to hit 
back, which he doesn’t. Jo Barry m anages 
to hide her own good looks to contribute 
the last of the quarte t of fem ale joke 
clichees, the dopey, short-sighted ugly girl 
who ought to be grateful for being 
accosted by a perv in the dark.
W hen one comes to th ink  about it 
(which one doesn’t), the basis of the whole 
play is nasty and offensive, and a good 
target for any self-respecting women’s 
action group. However, the perform ers 
m anage to defuse it, by ignoring p rac­
tically anything th a t interferes with their 
comedy routines, and so one finds oneself 
joining in the primitive laughter of an 
earlier, more barbaric  age, th a t had  no 
guilt feelings about finding natu re’s rejects 
hysterically funny instead of suitable cases 
for treatm ent.
Echoes of 
recognition
H ANCO CK’S LAST HALF  
HOUR
MARGOT LUKE
Hancock’s Last Half Hour by Heathcote Williams. The Green­
room (Upstairs at the Playhouse) Perth. Opened 5th July, 1978. 
Director. M ika M orris.
Tony Hancock, Q soff Gibbs.
How good would this play be if 
H eathcote W illiams did not have a 
readym ade fram ew ork of tragedy? The 
real-life figure of the sad clown, who was a 
regular guest in millions of homes . . .
the ready reference to showbusiness 
nam es . . . one keeps asking how far we, 
the audiences, are supplying the m aterial. 
The facts given are sparse and oblique. We 
watch and listen while a m an is drinking 
himself to the point of suicide. B ut would 
the whole thing be quite as powerful if we 
d idn’t know the m an is Hancock? Is the 
process of self-destruction dram atic 
enough in itself or only if the victim is a 
household nam e? How far do we care 
about the pudgy m an in the seedy room 
blearily buttonholing us between confer­
ences with the woolly moose-head on the 
wall and the nips of vodka shared with a 
captive potplant?
In fact, of course, we care quite a lot. 
The m an has flashes of wit. He is, on the 
whole, unaggressive and concerned with 
the world a t large. Above all, he is not a 
bore — he is rum inating  on his failed life, 
b u t beyond the personal dilem m a he asks 
the larger questions, ranging widely as a 
compulsive reader of encyclopedias. The 
basic philosophical questions, even if only 
sketched in somewhere between the pun 
and the music-hall song, constantly h in t at 
possibilities of a lively m ind before it was 
drowned in vodka.
The reasons for his despair are only 
gradually pieced together as the deluge 
passes over us — anecdotes, suppressed 
fits of weeping, bizare pieces of useless 
inform ation, half-finished jokes, witty 
one-liners. The transition  from success to 
failure is m uch less precisely charted  than  
the constant preoccupation with Being 
Funny. It alm ost seems as if there never 
was a m om ent of true success — ju s t 
audiences, insatiably dem anding — M r 
Hancock, say som ething funny! A nd then 
there were the failures — in m arriage and 
business partnerships. One cannot quite 
believe th a t this funny and intelligent m an 
could have had such an unrem itting run of 
bad  luck, bu t th a t’s the way the play has it, 
which possibly m akes it not so m uch a 
piece about a m an as a piece about the 
nature of failure.
M uch of the enjoym ent in the play is 
contributed  by the verbal high-jinx as in 
the line th a t can stand for the play as a 
whole, when H ancock shouts out of the 
window — “ I t’s all in desperanto!”
Geoff G ibbs in the role is very good 
indeed. He is of naturally  solid build  bu t 
here m anages to be pudgy and febrile, 
spacing his lucid intervals well in the 
ram bling, self-indulgent passages and 
even in m om ents of childishness never 
becoming mawkish or em barrassing. He 
does the m usic-hall turns with gusto — 
bursting strongly into song, throwing away 
lines with the knowingness of the skilled 
perform er H ancock was. Even though he is 
not a ttem pting an obvious im itation, the 
intonation, the occasional gesture and the 
overall feel of the character evoke echoes 
of recognition.
The G reenroom ’s stage area has been 
reduced, with the seating encroaching on 
the tiny seedy room with its unm ade bed, 
graffiti on the wall (a womb with a view) 
and the game of noughts and crosses on 
the window — giving the whole thing a 
suitably claustrophobic note.
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Life does not have a 
monopoly on 
randomness
W ITOLD GOMBROW ICZ  
IN BUENOS AIRES________
MARGUERITE WELLS
Witold Gombrowicz in Buenos Aires by Roger Pulvers. 
Grapevine Theatre Company, Childers Street Hall, Canberra. 
Opened 14 June. Directed by Adrian Q uthria; Lighting, 
Tony M artin , Chris E llyard; The Man, Bill Oobio; The 
Woman, Julia  Hudspeth; The Soldier, G lenda Lum; The 
Real Enemy, Howard Stanley; The Old Man, Adrian  
G uthrie.
To settle all bets at the outset, W itold  
Gombrowicz begins with a veet and ends 
with a vitch. Those who see Roger Pulvers 
plays fall broadly into two factions. There 
is the “ I d idn ’t understand  it” faction, who 
speak with a whine and a conviction of 
having been m altreated, and there is the “ I 
really enjoyed it (but I d idn ’t understand  
it)” faction, who speak in a conspiratorial 
whisper. I would like to start a new faction. 
It will be called the ‘‘Do you really need to 
understand  a play, as long as you enjoy 
it?” faction. A play doesn’t have to be a 
slice of inform ation any more than  it needs 
to be a slice of life. Not everything a 
playwright writes is necessarily symbolic, 
so when the Soldier climaxes an impressive 
speech about sex being dead and the 
tw entieth century’s passing unnoticed, 
with the rem ark, “ Slice my tom ato  in 
quarters please, not in wedges” , she (!) is 
not necessarily indulging in any sort of 
symbolism at all. Life does not have a 
monopoly on randomness.
The cast showed a pleasing appreciation 
of this fact, and a pleasing irreverence for 
conventions about theatrical convention. 
As so many asides in the play point out, 
nothing — especially in theatre — is 
natural. There are only things th a t look 
natu ral and things tha t don 't. None of the 
perform ances looked  natural, because 
none of them  were naturalistic. It was 
probably inevitable then, tha t a local critic 
found them  “ am ateur” . They d idn’t have 
roundness or development — tu t tut. 
(Could it have been tha t they d idn’t mean 
to?) They d idn’t play actions or emote (Oh, 
shame! But perhaps the director told them  
not to?). And they d idn’t have a motivation 
for every line they said! (Can such things 
be? But then, perhaps motivation is no 
pa rt of this sort of theatre?).
It was a very spare production, spare set
— brown horizon, blue sky, trenches, one 
with incum bent TV aerial for The M an to 
run up his white surrender trousers on, 
tent and b ird ’s nest and rock. Then, of 
course the indispensable bag of twenty- 
three poisonous snakes, for dragging 
bodies around in, for w ithout m artyrs 
religions are not made. It is a play tha t 
depends greatly on lighting. Each scene 
ends with a picture. Each picture makes a 
point. The spotlight on the M adonna-and- 
children tha t fades to the strains of 
“ Advance A ustralia F a ir” , tends to linger 
in the mind. The final scene, “ I want to 
take my face and hold it up to the Sun in 
both my hands” , with the red sun rising, is 
especially moving if you don’t see why . . . .
The C anberra season was m arred by the 
fact tha t The Soldier from the original 
Newcastle production, left the cast after 
the Newcastle season; there were some 
symptoms of a getting-to-know-you 
struggle with the new cast mem ber. 
Differences were soon settled, since all 
parties were on the same side, b u t the 
struggle between Childers Street Hall and 
the C anberra clim ate ended as it ends 
monotonously every year. The sub-zero 
tem peratures won.
Of course, the fact tha t it is not 
necessary to understand, doesn’t mean 
tha t there isn’t anything to understand. 
I t’s ju s t tha t trying to follow a lateral 
th inker’s arabesques when you are from 
b irth  a m artyr to the modern disease of 
linear logicality only makes you 
nervous . . . The millions of Japanese who 
hate the No theatre stand witness to that. 
W itold Gombrowicz is a play about 
history, a history tha t can be seen in its 
clearest form in Japan. The fatigue of war 
breeds pacifism . The Real Enemy changes 
from unreasoning m ilitarist to religious 
guru, and finally reveals television as the 
central T ru th  of his faith. W ar is 
enshrined, ennobled; pacifism is soon 
forgotten; women return  from their w ar­
time equality with men to decorativeness 
and childbearing, violence again becomes 
respectable and will no doubt lead to more 
wars. To all this there is only one possible 
defence for the sensitive — withdrawal. 
W hen W itold Gombrowicz was living in 
A rgentina, for instance, as The Soldier 
explains, he had completely anaesthetised 
his outer self to the most excruciating pain 
of all — tha t of everyday banktelling 
among the A rgentinians. And since w ith­
drawal, which keeps you im m une from 
torture, will also keep you im mune to the 
pain of others, war and history will begin 
all over again. W hat then, can you do? 
W rite a play about it perhaps.
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By Ron Blair
ACT 2
A PAWNSHOP IN SOHO,
THREE MONTHS LATER
An atmosphere of misery pervades the place. 
There is the counter, and a series of booths for 
shy borrowers. Long ranges of shelves line the 
walls and run far back into the recesses of the 
shop. These shelves are loaded with goods — 
shirts, boots, clothes, linen and books which are 
in ragged and dog eared volumes.
The articles in the shop are for sale — all 
pledges being deposited in the rooms above. Up 
the centre of the open space, and close to the 
counter runs the “spout”, a classic piece of 
pawnshop machinery. The spout is simply a long 
wooden pipe down which bundles of pledges are 
thrown from upstairs by an assistant. A bag, 
with string attached, hangs down it, and when 
an article is required the ticket is placed in the 
bag, which is drawn up by the clerk above who 
then flings the pledge down the spout.
ACT TWO
M A R X  enters the Pawnshop. The bell on the 
door jangles. He looks around the shop and 
notices the fam ily silver fo r  sale in the display 
case. Enter Uncle, the Pawnbroker.
Uncle: Lovely silver that. You’re just in time 
doctor. The three months are up today. To tell 
you the absolute truth, I didn’t think you were 
coming.
M arx: Is it three months already?
Uncle: Yes, I brought it down this morning 
first thing. Strictly speaking, of course, it’s not 
for sale until next Monday, but there’s nothing 
wrong in exciting the market. I’ve had a lot of 
trade today. Saturday is a great time for 
redeeming.
M arx: Oh? Why Saturday?
Uncle: All the lads and lasses come in to 
redeem their Sunday best. It all comes back on 
Monday. Through the door and up the spout. 
M arx: A brisk little business then, you have? 
Uncle: I don't complain doctor. But I think we 
have seen the best of the best of the day, though. 
(consults the ledger) Let me see ... Coats, 
bonnets, dancing pumps — all redeemed for 
tonight and tomorrow. It does them good to get 
out, I always say.
M arx: I’m sure it does uncle.
Uncle: Now doctor, I know most of the pledges 
from your place come by way of your very 
pleasant maid, but I appreciate that I owe the 
honour of this visit to the family silver! Say no 
more doctor. Servants aren't what they used to 
be. Only the other day, I had to discharge a clerk
when I learned a number of musical instruments 
had found their way out of here into a similar 
establishment down the road. I can tell you it 
was very embarrassing when the owners came in 
here to redeem them. I felt I had breached a 
sacred trust. (Uncle goes to the case to get out 
the silver) Well, it’s been an honour having your 
silver here, doctor. It’s rare to get something of 
this class in here.
M arx: No uncle. Leave it there.
Uncle: Leave it?
M arx: I will have to bid farewell to the family 
silver.
Uncle: Farewell? Oh I am sorry to hear that 
Doctor. Still, I am sure you’ll be glad to hear that 
it’s bound for a good home.
M arx: Oh?
Uncle: Yes, I’d only just put it down here this 
morning when a well-to-do gent from Golden 
Square put his head in. Slapped five on it straight 
out.
M arx: Five sovereigns you say?
Uncle: Woah! I said to him. This here’s Doctor 
Marx’s silver. Still under pledge, I said. Not for 
sale. That made him want it all the more.
M arx: Because it was mine?
Uncle: No doubt about it doctor. If it belongs 
to somebody else, you can be sure people will 
want it even more. Come back Monday I said. 
That is, unless Doctor Marx comes here in the 
meantime.
M arx: Well here I am uncle. But not for the 
silver. I believe you are holding a book of mine. 
Uncle: As a matter of fact doctor, I’m holding 
a good many of your books at the moment. 
Which one was you referring to?
M arx: (sorting through several pawn tickets) It 
will be one of these. Try that one.
Uncle places the ticket in the bag on the spout, 
rings a bell and the bag is drawn up the spout. 
M arx: What would you do uncle, if people 
owned nothing?
Uncle: I’d be out of business. If they owned 
nothing, they’d have nothing to pawn. But 
there’s no danger of that doctor. People find 
plenty to pawn, even if they own very little. 
M arx: You never know uncle. It might happen 
one day that people would, say, decide to own 
nothing.
Uncle: Can’t see it. If people owned nothing 
there wouldn't be no music. For that matter, 
there’d be no loving because there’d be no 
giving. No pride in making. No heirlooms for 
the dead to be remembered. No Doctor; people 
will always get things to own and sooner or later 
they find their way down here, the music and 
the pride and lovers’ gifts, (the book comes down 
the spout) And the books, too. Here you are 
Doctor.
M arx: However, I cannot redeem this day, 
uncle. I only want to refer to something.
Uncle: You take your time, doctor, Read 
whatever you want. Your eyes won't wear out 
the pages, although if you read by this light, 
there’s no saying what the pages will do to your 
eyes.
He lights the lamp and draws the blind over the 
door. Marx opens his book.
Uncle: Well, I think the best of the day’s over. 
I’m not expecting any more at this time.
The door opens. Enter Bodfish.
Uncle: Closed!
Bodfish: Not yet you ain’t. Well look who’s 
here! The mad doctor of Dean Street. Don’t tell 
me someone’s gone and pawned him! What’s he 
doing here, uncle?
Uncle: Ssh! Reading.
Bodfish: So he is! How very handy us meeting 
here like this doctor, because I’ve been trying to 
catch you for some time now. Everytime I put 
my head in at number twenty-eight, I'm told you 
ain’t home, though anyone can smell your cigar. 
(takes out a list) You owe me doctor. Lamb 
chops, bladebone, silverside ... it’s all there. A 
months meat on tick.
Uncle: The only one who conducts business in 
my shop Bodfish, is me. Don’t harass the 
customers. Be on your way.
Bodfish: (producing a ticket) Just a minute 
uncle. I'm taking out the doctor’s maid 
tomorrow, (throws ticket) It’s my suit.
Uncle: (rings the bell and sends up the ticket) 
One suit.
Bodfish: Do you know Lenchen, uncle?
M arx’s attention wanders from  his book to 
Bodfish.
Uncle: A charming creature. One of my most 
regular clients, clients, eh doctor?
Bodfish: Yeah, well I met her cooling my heels 
outside his place and if he only paid his bills I 
wouldn’t have to hock my Sunday suit. I mean a 
feller can’t take a girl out if he ain’t wearing his 
best.
Uncle: Ah, but just think Bodfish. If he had 
paid his bills, you wouldn’t be taking Lenchen 
out at all.
Bodfish: Yeah. I never thought of it like that. 
M arx : Bodfish —
Bodfish: What is it?
M arx: Have you read Francois Bernier’s La 
description des etats du Grand Mogul?
Bodfish: No. Good read is it?
M arx: I can recommend it.
Bodfish: Yeah. Sounds a laugh a line.
M arx: Depends on how you look at it. This 
man Bernier was the physician to the court of 
the grand mogul in seventeenth century India. 
Bodfish: Fancy that.
M arx: The Mogul society was a military one 
and its leader was the sole owner of all land. 
Bodfish: Oh yeah? That's fascinating, ain’t it 
uncle?
Uncle: Thank god for democracy.
M arx: Being a military society, all traders 
depended for their livelihood upon the army. 
Bodfish: They probably got paid then.
Uncle: Soldiers rarely redeem. Just look at all 
that stuff. You won't have found more swords 
and guns at the retreat from Moscow. On these 
shelves Bodfish, you will find a history of 
military courage and foolishness.
M arx: Listen! Listen to me!
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Bodfish: (to uncle) 'ullo! School’s in.
Unci«: Continue doctor.
Marx: This is important. Wherever the army 
went, the traders followed. Everyone and 
everything lived on the move, right down to the 
last saucepan.
Marx touches a saucepan.
Unci«: Brought in last week. Probably stolen. 
Bodfish: Just a minute. If everything was on 
the move like, how could you find anyone? Tell 
me that. It wouldn’t work here. People are 
supposed to stay put here and even then you 
can’t find them, eh uncle?
U ndo: I give everyone three months to return 
and sometimes they never come back. Most do, 
though. People are more fond of their goods 
than their freedom.
Marx: But what if you went along too, uncle? 
Took everything with you. What if the whole 
city moved about without being rooted to the 
spot?
Bodfish: From what I can see, people with no 
•money move about quite enough.
Uncle: Not true Bodfish. They cling like flies, 
waiting to be squashed.
Marx: No private property — (he regains their 
interest) — no private property- in land existed. 
For the Moguls, home was wherever you stayed 
for the night.
A roll o f  clothes comes down the spout. Uncle 
unrolls what is in fact, Bodfish's Sunday suit. 
Bodfish: Are you telling me we should all pack 
up and run around England like a lot of savages? 
Is that what you’re saying?
Marx: I am suggesting to you Bodfish that the 
evils that come from owning property can be 
avoided by owning no property at all.
Bodfish: That’s just the sort of argument you 
can expect from a pauper. What do you say 
uncle?
Marx: Uncle has no quarrel with paupers. They 
give him most of his business.
Unci«: True doctor. Turnover’s the heart of 
this business. I would prefer to see Bodfish come 
in here every week with his Sunday suit than 
issue a ticket on The Crown Jewels.
Marx: All uncle wants out of life is your suit 
Bodfish. What do you want?
Bodfish: Eh?
Marx: What do you want from life?
Bodfish: I dunno. Same as what I’ve got I 
suppose. Maybe a bit more.
Marx: A bit more?
Bodfish: Well, I wouldn't mind owning my 
own shop. Not likely though is it? I mean with 
people like you wanting chops on tick and all. 
Marx: What do you own Bodfish?
Bodfish: Not much.
This suit for one thing. Well I own it sometimes 
anyway. And I own my own knives and apron of 
course. And I own ... What business of yours is 
it what I own?
Marx: The truth is Bodfish, that you and I, we 
are in the same boat. We own nothing; nothing 
to speak of. I know it, you don’t. That is the 
difference between us. And when you do 
manage to scrape enough money together to 
own something, it will find its way down here 
eventually. Am I right, uncle?
Unci«: Yes; sooner or later everything goes up 
the spout. Fire-irons, boots, shoes, watches and 
books — everything. You Doctor, are one of the 
few people I know who actually reads the books 
he pawns. For most people, books are for 
pawning and nothing else. This shop of mine is a 
great leveller; the great writers fetch as ready a 
price as the hacks. If you were to write a book 
Doctor —
Bodfish: What, him?
Unci«: — it would fetch the same as a volume 
of Shakespeare. Here, the only good thing about 
a book is its cover.
Marx: You define the attitude of the capitalist. 
Undo: Thank you. (to Bodfish) Seven shillings. 
Bodfish: Eh?
Uncle: For the suit.
Bodfish: Oh yeah. My suit. Almost forgot. 
Here you are uncle.
Marx: You see Bodfish what the attitude of the 
bourgeoisie is: there is no room for soft 
heartedness in matters of money. Someone pays 
you for your meat —
Bodfish: Not always doctor.
Marx: Someone pays you and you give the 
money to someone else — to your landlord or to 
uncle here. The bourgeoisie have made you their 
agent. You are simply collecting money for 
them.
Uncle: But Doctor, I have my debts too.
Marx: Let us suppose. Uncle, that Bodfish 
wanted his Sunday suit but did not have enough 
money to pay you.
Uncle: Alas, I could not give it to him. 
Bodfish: Course you couldn’t uncle. Stands to 
reason.
Marx: Why not pray?
Uncle: Because I have already given him 
money when he pledged his suit in the first 
place. If he fails to return the money, then I can 
sell the suit to get back my outlay. The same 
goes for your family silver. Since you did not 
redeem it, it is mine to sell.
Marx: But at a considerable profit.
Uncle: A profit if I sell; a loss if I don’t, (pause) 
Look around you. What’s this? False teeth. 
Believe me, there is a strictly limited market for 
second hand teeth. The same goes for spectacles. 
Go ahead, doctor. Try them on. (Marx selects a 
pair from a box fu ll o f  spectacles) Show me the 
bank that would lend on those. Old soldiers have 
little use for their weapons when a war is over, 
so they bring them to me. And when they die, 
their widows can’t raise a loan on their glass eyes 
and wooden legs, so they bring them to me. And 
when, at last, widows turn to hags, long done 
with their finery and lace, they bring it to me. 
Look at it all: rowing cups and compasses, 
telescopes and dead clocks — who wants them? 
Who needs them? Yet they bring them to me. 
Like it or not doctor, I stand banker to these 
streets and wherever those three balls hang, they 
are golden and triumphant.
Marx: Listen to this uncle and quote me a 
figure: “there must be no room for soft 
heartedness in dealing with the bourgeoisie”. 
How much is that worth?
Uncle: The only thing I can’t give you a price 
on Doctor, is a theory.
Marx: It’s a pity you can’t uncle. An intelligent 
theory will outlast all your shelves of tarnished 
silver.
Bodfish: Just a minute guv’ner. Exactly who is 
this boorgwazie you keep going on about?
Marx: He’s the man who owns your shop; the 
man who owns your house, the man who has 
cornered the meat ring at Smithfield. The 
Bourgeoisie feeds on making money, on 
commercial confidence, confidence in trade and 
traffic.
Bodfish: Sounds very healthy to me. What do 
you say, uncle?
Uncle: Decidedly healthy.
Marx: How can you say that? You thrive on 
poverty. Where the streets are most crowded 
and the houses brimming with sickness and 
squalor, there you thrive. Places like here!
Uncle: 1 give credit only when it’s required, 
Doctor, I force no one to come here.
Marx: What are you talking about? You feed 
on people like a raven. You live off dead men's 
eyes.
Uncle: Only glass eyes and generally, I wait 
until they have no more use for them.
Marx: Do you know what credit is?
Bodfish: Oh yeah! Credit, guv’ner, is what 
you've been asking off-a me ever since you come 
to Soho.
Marx: Credit, my dear Bodfish, depends on 
exploitation —
Bodfish: Exploitation?
Marx: Exploitation of wage labour by capital. 
Of the proloteriat by the bourgeoisie!
Bodfish: Or of me by you mate. I’ve given you 
meat to the value of 10/- and I haven't seen 
tuppence yet. You’re quick enough to eat what I 
give you but slow when it comes to paying. 
You’re exploiting me guv’ner in a very 
boorgwah way.
Marx: Nonsense! Am I profiting from your 
work?
Bodfish: You’re living off me — you and your 
family. It amounts to a profit.
Marx: If I had any money at all Bodfish, do you 
think I would have been sitting here in a 
pawnshop, reading my own books?
Bodfish: It’s because you don’t pay me that 
I’ve got to come here too. You hock your books 
but I have to pop my clothes. Think about that! 
Uncle: Gentlemen, we have reached an 
impasse I think. As it happens, I am closed now. 
Perhaps you might continue this discussion 
elsewhere, (no one moves) Is my meaning plain? 
Marx: Very plain. Here is the grim spectacle of 
the bourgeoisie setting the poor against the poor. 
Whatever happens, uncle, you stand to gain.
He starts to undress.
Uncle: Doctor Marx —
Marx: I have some more pledges before you 
close uncle.
Bodfish: Here, what s going on?
Marx: You are not the only one to pawn 
clothing Bodfish.
Uncle: The business is closed for the evening 
doctor.
I will accept no more pledges.
Marx: One waistcoat. Shirt. Cravat.
Bodfish: He’s barmy.
Uncle: It’s too late doctor. Come back 
Monday.
Marx: Get my hat. There on the stand. 
Bodfish: But uncle says —
Marx: Get it and don’t argue.
Bodfish gets Marx’s hat o ff the stand.
Bodfish: Well?
Marx: Put it on the counter. Two socks. There 
you are uncle. Give me a price. I won’t go until 
you do.
Uncle: Very well. These are rags of course. I 
can’t give you much.
Marx: Just a price to begin with. Never fear, 
Bodfish. The money from these rags will keep 
the lamb chops flowing, (to uncle) Well?
Uncle: You are a regular customer of course 
doctor —
Bodfish: Here, you ain’t taking them are you? 
Uncle: Only to oblige the doctor.
Bodfish: But you said you was closed.
Uncle: I am never closed to hardship. The 
banks, yes. But not me. This, I would say, is a 
case of hardship. Right doctor?
Marx: For the last ten days I have fed my entire 
family on bread and potatoes. My wife is ill and 
so is our three months old child. I cannot and 
could not call the doctor because I owe him and 
he won’t come. Even if he did, I have no money 
for medicine. The best thing that could happen 
would be for the landlady to throw us into the 
street. At least 1 would be quit of the I  22 1 owe 
her. It is unlikely she will be so obliging. I owe 
you for meat Bodfish. I also owe the baker, the 
milkman, the man with the tea and the 
greengrocer, (pause) How much for these?
Uncle: 8/6. That's my top.
Marx: I owe Bodfish 10/-.
Uncle: 8/6. Take it or leave it.
Marx: Make it 10/- and I’ll throw in my
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trousers.
Bodfish: Look, you don’t have to do this. 
Uncle: 8/6 doctor. That’s all 1 can do. No one 
will buy these in three months. You know that. 
I’m giving you a chance.
Marx: Hear that Bodfish. He’s giving me a 
chance. Come on uncle, I’ll give you my 
trousers.
He begins to take them off.
Uncle: I’ll give you ten shillings to keep your 
trousers on! If you take anything else off I’ll give 
you nothing. That’s my last and final offer. 
Marx: Should I take it Bodfish?
Bodfish: Look here. I’ll give you your meat. 
You don’t have to do this.
Marx: But I do have to. If not to pay you, then 
to pay off the others. After careful 
consideration, uncle, I accept.
Uncle: Right. Here is your ticket. And here is 
your money, ten shillings. Now please, 
gentlemen, the shop is closed.
Marx takes the money, uncle wraps the clothes, 
attaches a duplicate ticket and puts them in the 
bag on the spout. He rings the bell and the bag is 
whisked up. Marx turns to Bodfish and holds out 
the 10/- note.
Marx: Take it Bodfish. In payment for a 
month's meat.
Bodfish: You didn’t have to do that guv’ner. 
Marx: Oh but I did have to Bodfish. You’re 
only feeling a twinge of guilt because you have 
seen what I have done to get you the money. If 
you hadn’t, you would have taken the money 
quite cheerfully. All over Soho, men do this to 
feed their families. Now you have seen it. 
Bodfish: But I don’t have to do that, and I own 
nothing either, except that suit.
Marx: You don’t even own that. Anything we 
have is strictly on loan. Nine tenths of Europe 
owns nothing Bodfish.
Uncle: Right.
M arx: So why, Bodfish, do you so stubbornly 
resist the abolition of property? Why is it so 
essential to own something?
Bodfish: Well, if you own your house or 
business, you’re set up aren’t you? Set for life. I’d 
be me own guvnor.
Uncle: A laudable ambition.
Bodfish: I’ve got hopes of owning my own 
shop one day.
Marx: The bouregoisie hand out hope long 
before they hand out money. And when you get 
fed up with hoping Bodfish and try to take 
action, they will set the army onto you. 
Bodfish: Nah. It won’t happen here. We don’t 
go in for standing armies. You might get that 
sort of trouble abroad, but not here.
Marx: Working men have no country Bodfish, 
except poverty.
Uncle: The shop is closed.
Marx: However, Class conditions in English 
society have reached a pitch unequalled in any 
other country.
Bodfish: How do you know.
Marx: A bourgeoisie with unprecedented 
and productive forces is confronted in England 
by a proleteriat — that’s you Bodfish — which 
also has no precedent in power ahd 
concentration.
Bodfish: What do you expect me to do? Cut 
Uncle’s throat?
Uncle: The shop is closed!
Marx: Your shop is never closed while there are 
profits to be made, But listen to me: England will 
go the way of Venice and Genoa and Holland — 
a ghost emporium of world trade.
Die Englander haben die Peitsche gekusst, die 
sie schlagt!
(The English have kissed the rod which flogs 
them)
Uncle begins to ring his little hand bell.
Uncle: Is anyone there?
Marx: Yes! We are here, Bodfish and I. Let us 
start the revolution right now Bodfish and choke 
this cockroach in his own filth.
Bodfish: Here you can count me out of it for a 
start. Have you gone barmy?
Marx: Stay where you are uncle!
Uncle begins to ring the bell with increasing 
urgency.
Uncle: Help! Murder!
(Marx reaches for a sabre which is up for sale) 
Marx: Even if anyone could hear you out there, 
they wouldn’t lift a finger. And when you lie 
dead on the floor, they will all pour into the shop 
to lug out the rubbish you have stolen from 
them over the years.
Uncle: No — please —
Marx: Look at him, Bodfish — a wizened insect 
cowering in a cocoon of offal, cringing for the 
blow to end a lifetime of bloodsucking.
Uncle rings the bell again 
Uncle: Police! Police!
Marx: Listen to him squawking for the paid 
assassins of the bourgeoisie.
Bodfish: (avoiding the sabre) Here, go easy 
with that!
Marx: (cornering Uncle) Get up. Come on, get 
up!
Uncle: Don’t hurt me. I’ll give you back your 
things.
Marx: Listen to his bargaining Bodfish. His sort 
only give when they are cornered. There is only 
one way of shortening the murderous death 
pangs of the old society — revolutionary 
terrorism!
Uncle begins to ring his bell again 
Uncle: Help! Someone for God’s sake help. 
Marx: Your God will not hear you now.
Marx strikes the bellfrom Uncle’s hand 
Bodfish is peeping behind the blind over the 
door.
Bodfish: Hey, there’s a peeler coming this 
way.
Marx: (to Uncle) Not a word out of you or I will 
slice you like a sausage.
Pause during which the policeman passes 
Bodfish joins Uncle and raises his hands as i f  he 
too is at Marx’s mercy. The Policeman gone, 
Bodfish drops his arms and relaxes.
Bodfish: Whew! That was a close shave. 
Marx: (pause) Why did you do that?
Bodfish: Do what?
Marx: Put your hands up. You weren’t in 
danger.
Bodfish: Yes I was. What if the peeler had 
come in? He would have seen Uncle here, and 
me over there with you. He might have jumped 
to the wrong conclusion.
Marx: What conclusion?
Bodfish: That we was about to give Uncle 
what-for.
Marx: And so we were.
Bodfish: Not me. Not me guv. I was just 
minding my own business.
Uncle: That’s right Bodfish. Get the policeman 
and I won’t mention you in court.
Bodfish: Court? What court?
Uncle: When we have this madman charged 
with attempted murder.
Marx replaces the sabre.
Marx: No one is going to be charged with 
anything Uncle. And why? Because nothing 
happened.
Uncle: Are you saying that your trying to split 
my skull was nothing?
Marx: What's he talking about Bodfish?
Bodfish: I don’t know guv’ner. I never seen a 
thing and I've been here the whole time. Ha ha. 
Uncle: Get out, the both of you.
Enter Lenchen.
Lenchen: Is this where you are? I’ve been 
looking all over.
Uncle takes the opportunity to escape to the 
back o f  the shop.
Lenchen: (seeingBodfish)Oh hello.
Bodfish: Hello Lenchen! (holding up suit) Just 
getting out rfly best for tomorrow.
Lenchen: (lookingat Marx) What’s been going 
on here?
Marx: Bodfish —
Bodfish: Yes guv’ner?
Marx: If Uncle has gone for a constable I trust 
you will be as good as your word.
Lenchen: What constable? What’s been 
happening?
Bodfish: The Doctor here’s been rampaging 
about the shop like a pirate. Give uncle the 
fright of his life.
Lenchen: You’ve been doing what?
Bodfish: (to Marx) Don’t you worry doctor. 
But we ought to get out of here before anyone 
comes.
Marx: Bodfish, you stood by me then. Why did 
you?
Bodfish: We are on this side of the counter 
after all, aren’t we?
Marx: We need members of the proletariat in 
the party. You and I could start a revolutionary 
cell.
Bodfish: If you and I stay here much longer, 
we’ll be in one — at Wormwood Scrubs. He’ll be 
back in a minute.
Lenchen: Who?
Bodfish: Uncle and the whole police force. 
Come on! Alright, have it your own way. See 
you tomorrow.
Exit Bodfish.
Marx: A pity. We could have used someone like 
Bodfish.
Lenchen: I am using him.
Marx: How do you mean?
Lenchen: If I didn’t make eyes at him and wag 
my tail we would have run out of meat a long 
time ago. Come on Moor. Get your clothes and 
we’ll go.
Marx: I can’t. I’ve pawned them. They went up 
the spout to pay Bodfish.
Lenchen: Wait until I have a word to that 
worm. Oh that’s lovely, that is. I spend weeks 
fobbing him off with a promise and he still gets 
his money. They’re going to love you when you 
turn up to the British Museum looking like that. 
Come on, you’d better come home. From what 
Bodfish says, the place will be swarming with 
police in a minute anyway. And Frau Marx is 
wondering where you are.
Marx: Were there any letters today?
I was hoping that Engels might have sent money 
today.
Lenchen: Money! What’s that? I’ve forgotten 
what it looks like.
Marx: Don’t talk to me about it. I spend half 
my life trying to understand how it works and 
the other half scratching for it. And look at me! 
Half naked in this festering temple, run by a 
high priest who is so entangled with our lives we 
call him “uncle”. (Lenchen has sat down) Don’t 
you be depressed. We shall beat them in the end. 
Lenchen: It’s not that bothering me Moor. I 
only wish it was.
Marx: What’s the matter little one?
Lenchen: You’ve got enough problems 
without mine.
Marx: Tell me.
Lenchen: I’m overdue.
Marx: So is the rent. What’s new?
Lenchen: Only I’m not laughing.
Marx: None of us has been eating properly. Is it 
any wonder our bodies are in chaos. My 
backside is a mass of boils —
Lenchen: I don’t want to know about it!
Marx: How can our bodies work properly on 
the food we get.
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Lenchen: If it was only a month I wouldn't 
bother either. But it isn't. I haven’t had a period 
for three months now. And I’ve been sick too — 
every morning.
Marx: That’s just what I need. As if there aren’t 
enough babies in the place.
Lenchen: I suppose you think I want to get 
pregnant!
Marx: First these damn boils on my backside, 
then Fransiska born and now you!
Lenchen: (dryly) Thanks, (pause) You could 
have left me alone. It’s a wonder it hasn’t 
happened before the way you’ve been at me. 
Marx: Verdammt! What a standing joke, “have 
you heard the latest about Marx? He’s been 
fucking the servant and she’s got a brat to prove 
it!” How bourgeois!
Marx: And Jenny — what’s she going to say. 
Lenchen: Oh stop whining. I’ve already told 
her.
Marx: (pause) What exactly have you told her? 
Lenchen: That I’m pregnant of course.
Marx: Oh that’s perfect. Perfect! It’s not 
enough for the world to know, so you have to go 
and tell my wife.
Lenchen: She’d notice soon enough anyway. I 
won’t be able to hide it much longer, (pause) 1 
could go I suppose, (pause) I’ll go if you like. 
Marx: Go where?
Lenchen: I don’t know. Back to Germany. 
The Baroness would take me back. After all, I 
was really on loan.
Marx: Is that how you thought of yourself — 
on loan? Like a serf?
Lenchen: It would be better if I left anyway. 
You’ve already got enough mouths to feed. 
Marx: You are wanted here Lenchen. Needed. 
Lenchen: Oh? And who wants me? Who 
needs me?
Marx: Women have children all the time. You 
don't have to go rushing across Europe. People 
who do that never return. Look at Schramm. 
Lenchen: He went off to defend your honour, 
the poor fool.
Marx: But aren’t you trying to do the same 
thing?
Lenchen: Yes! And you didn’t stop Schramm 
going. Why stop me?
Marx: I’m not stopping you. All I’m saying is 
that it's pointless for you to go back to Germany 
when ...
Lenchen: Yes?
Marx: When you’re needed here.
Lenchen: Needed or just useful?
Marx: Frau Marx needs you — to wash and 
cook and look after the children.
Lenchen: I can wash and cook and look after 
children in Germany. Do you need me?
Marx: Of course I need you! (pause) I need you 
to look after Frau Marx.
Lenchen: Oh, I see.
Marx: Please Lenchen, listen to me! Please! 
Lenchen: Well?
Marx: Lenchen: are people’s lives shaped by 
their work? Who gains most from their labours? 
Look at this place, full of things which have 
been made and sold. Here they are piled up, each 
with its own marked value. Who controls that 
value? Who says our silver is worth more than 
that family bible — or any book for that matter. 
I’ll tell you who — a black, flapping vulture we 
call “uncle”. He has neither wrought the silver 
nor written a book, but he has set a value upon 
every object up there and down there, right 
down to the last sock.
Lenchen: So?
Marx: So I must know everything. From 
morning till night I sit in that room in Great 
Russell Street, reading. Roman history, 
economics, medieval history, banking, 
agricultural chemistry. Now if you leave, I shall 
have to look for paid work. What sort of work
would that be? Tutor to some idiot. More likely, 
I would end up cleaning shoes at Oxford Circus. 
Either way, any hope of doing my real work — 
the very reason we came to England — would be 
finished.
Lenchen: Oh your work.
Marx: Yes my work! Everything will have been 
for nothing. Absolutely in vain! Exile, this filthy 
poverty, the insults and the abuse — gone for 
nothing! Lenchen, unless we keep the task in 
view, all our strivings and conflicts will shake 
the great world about as much as a war between 
frogs and mice.
Lenchen: We’ll have another mouth to feed. 
We can’t even feed the ones we’ve got.
Marx: Posterity will thank you Lenchen. 
Lenchen: It's a pity posterity isn’t pregnant 
instead of me. Get your clothes on and come 
home, (calls) Uncle! Are you there?
Marx: What did Jenny say when you told her 
you were pregnant?
Lenchen: She wasn’t exactly delighted. 
Especially when I told her who the man was. 
Marx groans.
Lenchen: I told her it was Engels.
Marx: Engels! (pause) Is it?
Lenchen: Of course not stupid. It’s you.
Marx: Alright, alright. Not so loud. Who is 
going to tell Engels?
Lenchen: You will of course. After all, he’s 
your friend.
Marx: What? Tell him just like that? That he’s 
made you pregnant!
Lenchen: Since he lives in Manchester and we 
haven't seen him for months, he’s not likely to 
believe you. Just ask him to say he's the father of 
the child — in case Frau Marx ever says 
anything.
Marx: I can’t do that.
Lenchen: If you want me to stay you will. 
Besides Engels will do it. He'd do anything for 
you Moor.
Marx: But what on earth do I say to him? 
Lenchen: Tell him all about posterity. And 
while you’re erecting statues to each other. I’ll 
go and have the child.
Marx: You will stay then?
Lenchen: You know I will.
She kisses Marx: the front door opens and Marx 
breaks away from her.
Marx: The shop is closed.
Schramm: Moor, it's me!
Lenchen: Konrad Schramm!
Schramm: I’m alive Moor! Aren't you in the 
least surprised?
Marx: It took Christ three days to rise from the 
dead; it has taken you three months. What kept 
you?
Lenchen: Willich told everyone he had killed 
you.
Schramm: Yes, it’s true. I was left for dead 
but the bullet only grazed my skull. Then 1 had 
to go into hiding. The police got wind of it all 
and had a watch set on the ports. Besides, 1 have 
been working with groups in Belgium and 
France, Moor. I told them of the work we were 
doing in London.
Marx: That would take three seconds, 
Schramm, not three months. Nothing is 
happening in London.
Schramm: But that’s not true Moor.
Marx: I have been busy selling my shirt for loin 
chops.
Schramm: Haven’t you heard?
Lenchen: What’s happened?
Schramm: The streets are full of it. You must 
have heard!
The door bursts open and Liebnecht enters, 
breathless.
Lieb: There you are Moor! I've been looking 
everywhere. The revolution has begun! 
Schramm: Liebnecht! It’s me.
Lieb: Oh Schramm — what are you doing here? 
Schramm: I’m alive.
Lieb: Well now’s your chance to get killed 
again. The revolution has started.
Schramm: I know. I've been trying to tell the 
Moor.
Marx: Just a moment. What is all this you are 
babbling about? Wha revolution? where?
Lieb: There are riots in Hyde Park.
Lenchen: At this hour?
Schramm: They say the workers are turning 
out in their thousands.
Marx: (sudden interest) Workers you say?
Lieb: Yes Moor. Real workers — not a 
university student among them.
Schramm: Well Moor, there is not a minute to 
waste. Let’s go.
Marx: Just a minute, Schramm. Just a minute. 
Before we exhaust ourselves running the length 
of Oxford Street, tell me exactly what happened. 
Schramm: We are wasting time talking.
Marx: Let us establish some facts before we 
find ourselves engaged in frolics. Liebnecht 
come here. Collect yourself and tell me what 
happened. The Revolution will wait.
Lieb: Well it’s like this. The Chartists 
assembled to protest against the new Sunday 
Bill. Crowds started coming from everywhere. 
All workers Moor. The next thing was that the 
police started turning out too, in full.
Marx: (grimly) So.
Lieb: At first nothing happened but the usual 
heckling. Then the police started getting 
impatient and tried to close the park but there 
were too many people against the gates. 
Schramm: I’ve just seen police vans galloping 
up Oxford Street.
Lieb: Someone threw something and the police 
arrested him. The crowd became enraged and 
fights began to break out everywhere. Then the 
police cavalry began to charge the crowd.
Marx: Did it?
Lenchen: Sounds like a real picnic.
M arx: Then what happened?
Lieb: The masses began to retaliate. They are 
there now, fighting back. Police have been torn 
off their horses.
Schramm: It has begun. The revolution has 
started I tell you!
Marx: It is very possible gentlemen. Under the 
protection of a constitutional monarchy, 
elements have developed which are far more 
radical than supposed and far greater in number. 
A revolution is long overdue in this country. 
Marx takes several sabres and swords o ff the 
wall o f the pawn shop and distributes them. 
Lenchen: What are you doing?
Marx: I am going to carve up policemen. 
Lenchen: Without any clothes on?
Marx: Schramm, see if you can find any clothes 
there — some socks and a shirt.
Schramm: I can only see a hat.
Marx: Better still, take off your shirt. 
Schramm : Why?
Marx: Because I refuse to start the revolution 
in the nude.
Schramm: Why can’t Liebnecht take his off? 
Lenchen: Yes, why don’t you all get undressed 
and frighten the police out of their wits.
Marx: That’s right Schramm. The revolution 
demands sacrifices.
As Schramm begins to undress, Marx gets 
dressed with Schramm's clothes. Enter Uncle 
from  the street door.
Uncle: Where are the police, that’s what I want 
to know. You pay taxes and when you want 
one, none's to be found.
Lenchen: They’re all up in Hyde Park.
Uncle: Hyde Park? And what’s going on here 
I'd like to know?
Lenchen: They’re getting undressed.
Uncle: You can’t do that sort of thing in my
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shop.
Lieb: Shut up or I’ll lop your head off.
Marx: Right Liebnecht. Are you ready?
Lieb: Ready.
Marx: We’ll have to move.
Lieb: It’s alright. I’ve got a cab waiting outside. 
Marx: A cab. gut!
Lenchen: Only in London could you get a cab 
to the revolution.
Marx: Right! Let us begin.
Lenchen: Moor —
Marx: What is it?
Lenchen hands him the sabre.
Lenchen: You forgot this. (He takes it. They 
both hold it fo r a moment) Don’t get killed.
Marx and Liebnecht exit.
Schramm: The revolution begins and I have 
to sit through it like this.
Lenchen: It seems Schramm, you are not fated 
to die yet. Be patient; your luck will change. 
What do you say, uncle?
Uncle: The shop is closed.
END OF ACT 2
ACT 3
The room in Dean Street, six months later in 
1861. Lenchen, fully  pregnant, is watching the 
kettle boil on the stove. She begins to make tea. 
Lenchen: (calling) Shall I bring it in?
Jenny emerges from the back room buttoning 
her blouse.
Jenny: No I’ve finished now.
Lenchen: How is she?
Jenny: Not so well. It’ll be good thing when 
your milk arrives. I’m almost dry; my nipples are 
like cracked acorns. All I can give her is a 
miserable trickle, and what she gets she can’t 
keep, poor little mite.
Lenchen: Don’t count on me. I hate to think 
what my milk will be like after the sort of trash 
we’ve eaten all these years. If only I could get 
my hands on some money.
Jenny: What about Engels?
Lenchen: Well what about him?
Jenny: He must have sent you money. 
Lenchen: No. Why should he?
Jenny: He is responsible for your ... condition, 
after all.
Lenchen: Any money he can spare, he sends 
to the Moor. You know that.
Jenny: When was the last time we had 
anything from Engels. He’s always sent 
something in the past. And he must be getting 
more than ever now that he’s been made a 
partner in his father’s business. If the money’s 
not coming here, where is it going?
Lenchen: I’m not seeing any of his money. 
You can be sure of that.
Jenny: I must say I am disappointed in Engels. 
I thought he might have had the decency to pay 
for his folly.
Lenchen: What else do you expect from men. 
Jenny: That's if he is the father of your child. 
Lenchen: He is. I’m not the sort who loses 
count.
Jenny: But I know Engels well. He’s just not 
the sort of man who runs away. Since he hasn’t 
sent you any money — are you sure I’m right 
about that?
Lenchen: Positive.
Jenny: Then you must forgive me for thinking 
that you may be covering up the identity of the 
real father.
Lenchen: Why should 1 do that?
Jenny: I don’t know why. Unless it was 
someone ... well, someone who didn’t want me 
to know. Do you understand?
Lenchen: I can tell you Engels wasn’t too 
happy that I’d broken the news to you. I can tell 
you.
Jenny: You’re due anyday now. Its curious; I 
can’t remember Engels coming down to London 
nine months ago.
Lenchen: Well he didn’t send this through the 
mail, I can tell you that. I would have saved the 
sheets for you if I'd known you were so 
interested.
Jenny: Don’t be disgusting.
Lenchen: Who’s being disgusting? I scrounge 
the streets begging for you and your family and 
you accuse me of fucking with your husband. 
Jenny: Lenchen! That’s quite enough of that. 
Lenchen: Who’s kept this place together, 
that’s what I’d like to know. Who’s washed, 
cleaned and cooked for you? While you were 
lying on your back having one child after 
another. I’ve slaved for the lot of you.
Jenny: You’re forgetting your place.
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Lenchen: I’m not forgetting a damned thing! 
I'm just beginning to remember. How I was 
handed over by your mother as a wedding... 
(Marx enters downstairs and begins to mount 
steps) present just like a set of silver. The only 
difference is I can’t be pawned which is a great 
shame. At least I’d get some rest in Uncle’s shop 
what I don’t get here. As for sleeping with that 
hairy pile of boils you call a husband —
Enter Marx. He goes to pour himself some tea. 
Marx: Don’t mind me. Go on. Continue what 
you were saying.
Lenchen: Engels is clean and kind. Is it any 
wonder 1 like him.
Jenny: We were talking about Engels. He 
hasn’t given Lenchen any money for her 
confinement. So unlike him.
Lenchen: I’ve never asked him for any money. 
Jenny: He might at least visit you.
Lenchen: I think he feels he’s visited me once 
too often.
Marx: You know well enough why Engels 
doesn’t visit here. It’s got nothing to do with 
Lenchen. You don’t approve of him; it’s as 
simple as that.
Jenny: I don’t know. Engels has always been 
good to us. Many’s the time he has sent us 
money and wine, arranged holidays for us. 
Always at the eleventh hour of course. His 
timing is perfect. In fact I admire Engels. It’s just 
that I cannot approve of his relationship with 
that woman.
Marx: Engels has been living with Mary Burns 
for years, my dear.
Lenchan: Perhaps he likes maid servants. 
Some men do you know.
Janny: I think it’s very bourgeois of a man to 
do such a thing, (she drinks tea) I don’t care 
whether the servant is Irish or German. 
Lanchan: He knows you think that; that’s why 
he never comes here.
Janny: That’s not the point. It’s just that a 
man like Engels, an employer after all, is taking 
advantage of his position when he goes about 
seducing the servants. But in bourgeois circles 
such men pay for their tastes at least.
Lanchan: Sometimes the servants like it, don’t 
you think Moor?
Marx: Yes. It’s very possible. You must think 
of that possibility Jenny. Some men — er — go 
in for that sort of thing.
Janny: I’m appalled that he’s simply forgotten 
about Lenchen.
Marx: Surely not.
Lanchan: No he hasn’t forgotten, not entirely. 
Marx: Oh? There Jenny, you see. Friedrich 
wouldn't forget.
Lanchan: I’m to have the baby at a house here 
in London. Some kind people will look after me. 
Janny: Surely you’ll have your baby here 
Lenchen.
Lanchan: It’s alright Gnanige Frau. Ii will be 
better for all of us I’ll be back, don’t you worry. I 
havn’t come this far to run away.
Marx: We do need you here Lenchen. 
Lanchan: I’d be lost without you too.
Janny: What about the baby Lenchen. What 
will you do?
Lanchan: Engels has fixed that too. These 
people will keep the baby and I’ll be able to visit.
I can’t ask more than that, can I?
Jenny hugs Lenchen
Janny: Oh Lenchen, I am sorry for what I said. 
Marx: What did you say?
Janny: Never you mind. I’m a stupid, selfish 
woman Lenchen. Will you ever forgive me? 
Lanchan: I was a bit sharp myself, remember? 
I often wonder how the world will ever change 
when the women in it are almost as silly as the 
men.
Marx: You’re not leaving now, today? 
Lanchan: I’ll be leaving later. Right now I’ve
got to persuade the greengrocer to let us have 
some veggies on tick. Let me tell you one thing. 
It’d be a damn sight easier to beg when you look 
like this.
Exit Lenchen. As she goes down the stairs she 
rests fo r a moment overcome with both fatigue 
and relief
Marx: How is the baby?
Janny: She’s not well Moor.
Marx: Oh she’ll be alright. Children are 
stronger than we think.
Janny: And more patient too. The others have 
been waiting for you. If they are still awake, will 
you tell them a story?
Marx: Of course dear. Send them here. You go 
in and rest my dearest. Rest now.
Pause. Lights fade except on Marx.
Marx: There were lots of exciting shops on 
Potato Street. You could buy jams or cakes and 
figs or oranges and if you had some capital, you 
could buy all of them. Yes darlings and potatoes. 
If you wanted anything at all, you could buy it 
on Potato Street, and not just things to eat 
either. No one who went to Potato Street left 
without paying a visit to the toyshop of Hans 
Rockle. it was full of the most wonderful things! 
No darlings, no potatoes. But there were tiny 
men and ladies made out of wood. Oh, all kinds 
of men. Cobblers and coopers, barbers and 
brewers. Yes kings and queens too. What’s that 
little one? (pause).
Oh yes, there were one or two 
“rebblelooshuneries” also, but they bided their 
time at the far end of the shop.
You see, the maker of all these toys was Hans 
Rockle and he was interested in all mankind. 
And when people picked up those little wooden 
men and women, what astonished them most of 
all were the eyes. Yes, the eyes. Because the eyes 
were not made of glass or painted wood as they 
are with other toys. No darlings, the eyes of 
these toys were real — as real as yours or mine. 
They shone and winked and cried real tears too 
— just like yours and mine. And the eyes of the 
toy birds and beasts were real too, for Hans 
Rockle's great gifts were not limited to making 
men and women. He could make animals too, 
and birds — ravens and foxes and lions and 
geese — all with real eyes inside their little 
wooden heads.
People would come from all over the country, 
and from places beyond, just to see the 
wonderful toys made by Hans Rockle. The 
curious thing was that he would not sell any of 
them. Not one toy would he sell! It was thought 
he was too fond of them. Sometimes of course, a 
stupid aristocrat would swagger into the shop 
wanting to buy something for one of his spoilt 
brats. The aristo would try to bully the toymaker 
without any success. Then he would try to bribe 
Hans Rockle by offering him handfuls of 
money. Yes handfuls of the stuff and some 
aristos have quite large hands, believe me. But 
money meant nothing to Hans Rockle because 
he had a great gift which money could not buy: 
he could make toys with real eyes! And none of 
those toys were for sale and that was that!
Well, one day, a boy called Conrad came into 
the shop and he noticed something strange 
about the toys. If you looked hard enough, you 
could see their eyes were very sad. Conrad used 
often to visit the shop and sometimes, when he 
looked for a favourite toy, he noticed it had 
gone. Once he even asked the toymaker about 
this and Hans Rockle told him that he had taken 
it to be repaired. But whenever he said this, the 
other toys, looked afraid.
Then came the day Conrad was in the shop 
inspecting the birds at the far end. It was when 
he was looking at an ibis that he — urn an ibis 
darling. Oh it’s like a stork. It was when he was 
looking at this ibis — that’s right — that he
heard the argument begin. Someone had wanted 
to buy one of the toys. It was a tall thin lady 
with a very long nose. Hans Rockle was very 
patient. “Madame, nothing in this shop is for 
sale”. “Oh, but I must have something!” said the 
lady. The toymaker was adamant. That’s right 
darling, very stubborn. Then the lady became 
very rude and rudeness, my dears, is something 
which made Hans Rockle very angry indeed. 
Hans went black in the face and before you 
could wink an eye — that's right! — before you 
could do that, the shop was cleared and shut and 
the blinds drawn. Not a soul there but Hans 
Rockle — and young Conrad.
The toymaker’s shouting had so frightened 
him that instead of leaving along with everyone 
else, Conrad had hidden in a cupboard. After 
several minutes, he was ready to come out of his 
hiding place when he heard the sound of 
someone crying.
Looking through the crack of the door Conrad 
saw — ah, and who did he see, on his knees, in 
front of the toys? Yes, he saw Hans Rockle and 
this is what he heard the toymaker say: “My 
darlings, I cannot sell you. I wish I could. 1 
would sell you all tomorrow if I could. There 
would be new homes for all of you ..  . but if I 
were to sell even one . . . ” It was about then 
that Conrad began to detect a frightful smell. At 
first, he thought he might have made it himself, 
he had been so frightened. But it was the smell of 
something burning. Then he heard the voice 
that belonged to the burning smell — a smokey, 
dark brown voice.
“Hans Rockle”, said this voice, “I have come 
again”.
The toymaker got to his feet. Conrad could see 
him clearly, but not the other.
“Take what you have come for and be damned!" 
said Hans Rockle.
The burning smell laughed with a harsh hiss.
“I have kept my side of the bargain, now you 
must keep yours”.
“But 1 made my bargain with you when I was 
young and proud”, said Hans Rockle.
“And you must keep it until you are old and 
humbled” said the vile smell. “I have made you 
the most famous toymaker in the land. Every 
toy you make has an exact copy of your own 
eyes. All your birds and beasts and men look at 
the world with your own eyes”.
“But just look at those eyes!” said the toymaker, 
“All they see now is the pain of the world, pain 
and wretchedness".
“Nevertheless you cannot sell one to release it 
from your own pain. That was our bargain. And 
now you are old Hans Rockle for every new toy 
you make, I will take an old one away. That was 
the bargain we struck years ago. You have your 
fame”, said the voice, “Enjoy that while it lasts”. 
Then Hans Rockle said “One day I will give all 
my toys away” and “What will you do then O 
Lord of the Flies?” For indeed it was the devil he 
was talking to. Satan laughed.
“If you sell or give away so much as one toy, all 
their eyes will vanish and you yourself will be as 
blind as a worm”.
Ja, Hans Rockle had made a pact with the devil 
and there was no getting away from it.
“Now, which one shall I take today” asked the 
devil.
“Take that king”, said Hans Rockle, “Ignore his 
weeping queen”.
The devil sniggered and the snigger became a 
hiss and the hiss became — silence. It was quiet 
in the toyshop.
Conrad waited a long time before he crept from 
the cupboard. It was night time. The toymaker 
was sitting hunched at his workbench with his 
head in his hands. Conrad could see a space 
where the king had been. As for the rest of the 
toys, they stood there saying nothing, their
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wooden tongues locked behind their wooden 
lips. As he stole through the shop to the front 
door. Conrad could feel watching him. following 
him, hundreds of eyes.
Lights up. Jenny enters from the back room. 
Marx: Are they asleep?
Jenny: All three. And the baby too, thank 
God. What story did you tell them tonight? 
Marx: Hans Rockle the toymaker.
Jenny: It’s a wonder those children sleep at all 
after you've scared the wits out of them.
Marx: Children enjoy savage stories. It appeals 
to their natural sense of justice. Only adults 
confuse justice with mercy. Children have a 
great deal to teach us. I so love little Jenny’s 
exactitude too.
Jenny: What did she want to know this time? 
Marx: How could Hans Rockle pay his rent if 
he couldn’t sell what he made. That child has the 
makings of a political economist.
Jenny: How did you solve that one?
Marx: I said the devil was his landlord too. She 
understood that alright, (pause) The baby's 
asleep, you say?
Jenny: Yes.
Marx: Well that’s good. Isn’t it?
Jenny: I'm not sure. It’s not a healthy sleep. 
She’s not well. I can’t feed her properly and 
whatever milk she gets, she can’t keep. We eat so 
badly, how can she be well? Oh M oor. . .  I 
can't . . .
Marx: Hush. It’s this damned place Jennychen. 
It’s a sewer even the rats avoid. But she’ll be 
alright. You’ll see. She's a strong baby, 
Franzisca. She's like the others in that. You’ll
see.
Jenny: She's not like the others Moor. She's 
nowhere near as strong. Her sleep is hot and 
feverish. It's this place. Can't we leave Moor? 
Marx: Leave for where? We have no money. 
None! I can’t think what’s happened to Engels. 
Why doesn’t he send something? (pause) But 
don’t worry! Things must change soon. A 
newspaper in New York seems interested in 
taking my articles. And that uncle of yours — he 
must die soon. It infuriates me how the rich 
seem to live forever.
Jenny: 1 had another letter from the doctor 
this morning. The third this month . . .
Marx: Damn doctors. First they kill people and 
then want to be paid for it.
Jenny: We shall have to call him again for 
Franzisca. He won’t come unless we can give 
him something.
Marx: Jennychen, we have no money, (pause) 
We can pay him nothing.
Jenny: He is the last doctor to come near us 
Moor. We must pay him something.
Marx: This Jew is making demands because he 
himself is at the very brink of bankruptcy. When 
I see him next 1 will have it out with him. 
Jenny: And that will be the last of him. Why 
drive everyone away from us. He only came 
because he pitied us.
Marx: I do not want his obscene pity. If he 
comes here again. I’ll spew his pity back in his 
face.
Jenny: We can’t go on hoping. Moor. Hoping 
for word from New York, hoping for letters 
from Engels or for my uncle to die. One of us 
must work. Moor. Please.
Marx: You are not well enough; the children 
are too young; and 1 work already. The subject is 
closed.
Jenny: The subject is not closed. Every day, 
you go off to the Museum and read, but Moor, I 
spend all day here, weak and sick. The children 
aren't well either and there’s always someone 
banging on the door wanting money, payment 
for this or that. Even if 1 go for a walk I’m 
pursued down the streets by creditors. And 
where can I walk? To the pawnshop to view the
last few things we used to own? Moor, how 
much do you have to know in that library?
Marx: I must know everything.
Jenny: Look out the window. You can see out 
there what you’re books won’t tell you. All the 
meanness and poverty and wretchedness is out 
there. And since we have come here, all those 
things have come up the stairs and seeped under 
the door, into our lives. If we stay here, well die 
in the gutter, all of us. I beg you Moor, do 
something. I’m running out of hope.
Marx: Those things were here before we came 
— the poverty and wretchedness. They were 
waiting for us, I think, from the time we were 
young and talked of changing the world. Believe 
me Jennychen, there is no danger of my being 
lost in books. Soho has taught me more clearly 
than any book exactly how the poor die. I think 
it is my fourth university, where I have learned 
more than in the others put together. But Jenny, 
unscientific passion never saved anyone from a 
pauper's grave. Unless 1 can understand, clearly 
and carefully understand why some people out 
there are at the mercy of others, then we might 
as well have buried our convictions, stayed 
home and died self-satisfied and fat.
Jenny: The baby is sick Moor.
Marx: What can I say? I cannot say I am sorry 
we ever met, or that I am sorry we had children. 
I’m not. (pause) Whenever I pass Uncle’s, I often 
think our lives have been nothing but a 
pawnbroker's beneift. But we have not pawned 
each other yet and one thing you will not find in 
Uncle's window and that is my love for you. If 
any of those gentlemen with three balls ask for 
my heart, tell them I gave it to you long ago. 
Jenny: I doubt they'd give me much for it 
either — the fools. Oh Moor!
Marx: Yes, 1 am your swarthy Moor and I love 
you more deeply than the Moor of Venice ever 
loved. And it is love — not of mankind or the 
proletariat — but love of you, my darling, that 
makes me a man again. The world is teeming 
with lovely women but where shall I find 
another Jennychen? As 1 look on you, all my 
sorrows and losses are as nothing, (kisses her) I 
kiss away all pain and loss. In your arms, my 
love, sorrows dwindle to nothing. Let the 
Brahmins keep their unspent lives and 
Christians their eternity. What I have cannot be 
tainted by the false and corrupting world. 
Jenny: I never doubt you Moor. Only myself I 
doubt. Love is one thing but how can it pay the 
bills? We are not surviving here. Moor.
Marx: We live in a society that is rotting like a 
corpse. It is putrifying in front of our eyes. 
Jenny: We are rotting away with it. Can't you 
see? In there, Franzisca is part of that sickness. 
Marx: There is only one way of shortening, the 
death pangs of the oid society. And that is by 
revolutionary terrorism. Terror and the tumbrils 
will bring them to their senses. We might have 
had a revolution here. The trees in Hyde Park 
might have been perfumed with the bodies of 
festering aristocrats. But the rabble failed me. 
They shouted out and I took their cries for 
intentions.
Jenny: You should know the English by now. 
They are not a serious people.
Marx: Rotten Row. What an apt place for their 
order to crumble. There they were, the epicene 
lords and their high born whores in their coaches 
and four with liveried lackeys. The crowd closed 
in and there rose up a Babel of sneering, jeering 
and foetid complaints. No language is so rich in 
abuse as English.
Jenny has slipped into the back room. Marx is 
half aware o f this and has lifted his voice 
slightly.
But what bliss to hear the bursting forth of the 
crowd's long seething wrath! One painted 
strumpet turned towards my part of the crowd
and held out her prayerbook in her mincing 
hand. And my dear, the whole crowd roared as 
one; “Give it to your horse to read!" Then the 
rich broke ranks and fled. It was a glorious rout.
I personally booted the arse of a squire who was 
reeking with port. He squealed like a pig.
Then the police arrived. There for all to see was 
the force that kept all the powdered strumpets in 
their coaches. The afternoon began with great 
hopes. It ended with government power, the law 
and the constable with his waterproof jacket, 
oilskin hat and truncheon.
Jenny enters wearing a shawl 
Jenny: I'm going to get the doctor.
Marx: I’ve already asked him. He won't come. 
Jenny: I won’t leave him until he does. Moor? 
Marx: What?
Jenny: Bathe her head with water.
Exit Jenny through the front door. Marx goes 
into the back room tong enough to look at the 
baby who is dead.
Marx: Jenny!
He re-enters the room.
Jenny stops on the stairs. She half turns, pauses 
then hurries down the rest o f the stairs. She 
refuses to accept the death. Marx sits heavily 
and buries his head in his hands. He then walks 
around the room, slowly at first, muttering halj 
phrases in German. As he gains speed he begins 
to throw things out o f his way — chairs he Jlings 
aside. He begins to rant in German.
Marx: Verflucht sei en diese englischen 
Friedhofe! Kalt und tot! Sie e war stark, ich 
schwore, dass sie stark war. Sie sollen jeden Tod 
bezahlen. Ich werd’ sie in ihrer eignenen 
Scheisse ersticken lassen! Die werden sollen das 
Erbrochene von Ratten fressen!
(Curse this English graveyard! Damn to hell! 
Cold and dead! She was strong, / swear she was 
strong. They shall pay for every death. /  will 
make them choke on their own shit. 1 hey will 
guzzle the vomit o f rats!
He sits exhausted, dazed. A knock at the door. 
Enter Bodftsh.
Bodfish: Having a party are we? Sounded like 
Guy Fawkes night.
Marx: Have you come to torment me too. 
Bodfish?
Bodfish: I was downstairs when l saw Mrs 
Marx nip out; so I thought it might be a good 
time for us to have a bit of a chat like.
Marx: I have no money. Go away.
Bodfish: Not so quick, not so quick. I don’t 
want no money, honest.
Marx: What do you want Bodfish? Tell me and 
get out.
Bodfish: Easy, easy. You've got me all wrong. 
I've come to have a little chat like. Just a chat, 
guv’ner.
Marx: There is no point telling me you have 
become a revolutionary. Bodfish. I am 
acquainted with the English type. It's called 
blowing off steam.
Bodfish: Oh you went to that Hyde Park 
shindy, did you'.’ Very noisy I heard. C an't have 
been louder than you were a moment ago. What 
was going on in here?
Marx: (pause) I am not a patient man. State 
your business Bodfish.
Bodfish: Alright. I will. I've come about 
Lenchen. Miss Deinuth.
Marx: What about Miss Demuth?
Bodfish: Well guvnor,she’s in the family way. 
Marx: Considering that she is nine months 
pregnant. I am forced to give you full marks for 
observation Bodfish.
Bodfish: Come off it guv'nor.
Marx: Are you about to tell me that you are 
this unborn child's father.
Bodfish: Well, no I wasn’t, as it happens. 
Marx: What then? Get to the point!
Bodfish: Steady on. What 1 was going to say
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was I wouldn't mind.
Marx: Mind what? Whose mind? Mind whom? 
Bodfish: Being its dad. Looking after it and 
that, (pause) What I'm trying to say is: if she'll 
have me I'll marry her. Lenchen. Miss Demuth. 
•(pause) Do you understand or not?
Marx: What does she say to this?
Bodfish: She asked me to ask you.
Marx: Did she? I can’t think why. She can do as 
she likes.
Bodfish: Well she doesn't think that. You 
being her master and all.
Marx: She told you that?
Bodfish: She said she was some kind of 
wedding present to you and Mrs Marx.
Marx: Bodfish. did Miss Demuth tell you who 
fathered the child?
Bodfish: No. But that don't worry me guv. I 
was adopted myself. She said it was some 
foreigner.
Marx: Bodfish. Miss Demuth is not my 
property. I do not own her. If she wants to 
marry you, she is free to. If she does not. she 
stays here with us.
Bodfish: In that case, you've no objections. 
Marx: 1 have none, none whatsoever, (pause) 
But 1 cannot speak for the Baroness von 
Westphalen.
Bodfish: Who?
Marx: the mother of Mrs Marx.
Bodfish: What's she got to do with it?
Marx: When my wife and 1 were living in 
Brussels, little Jenny was a year old and Laura 
was about to be born. My mother-in-law, the 
Baroness von Westphalen, sent us her own 
personal maid — Lenchen. Miss Demuth. So if 
anyone is to be consulted about her future. I 
suggest you consult the Baroness.
Bodfish: Come off it guv’nor. You mean I've 
got to go all the way to Germany?
Marx: Even further: the Baroness is dead. 
Bodfish: (pause) Are you trying to insult me? 
(pause) Eh1’ Is that what you're trying to do? 
Well let me tell you squire, you ain't going to get 
rid of me that easy. Not by a long shot. Do you 
know what? It wouldn’t surprise me if you were 
the father, (pause) That’s it, isn't it. You don’t 
want to let go of your little bit on the side, do 
you.
Marx: So the child’s parentage does concern 
you!
Bodfish: Well, 1 have thought about it, yes. 
Ma rx :  Get out.
Bodfish: Now you listen to me —
Marx: You come up here with your lofty 
pretentions to virtue and a little probing reveals 
you as nothing better than a simpleton and a 
slyboots. Scuttle back to your till, shopkeeper! 
Bodfish: Right! No more meat for you!
D oor opens a n d  L en ch en  en ters, ca rry in g  a 
sm all package.
Lenchen: Oh hello. What are we debating 
now at the top of our voices'.’
Marx: Your virtue.
Bodfish: I asked him Lenchen. He's barmy. I 
can't talk to him.
Lenchen: 1 managed to get some potatoes. 
Where's Frau Marx?
Marx: She's gone for the doctor.
Bodfish: Can 1 have a word with you for a 
moment Lenchen? Alone?
Marx: When you manage to shake off the 
butcher. 1 would like to talk to you also.
M a rx  exits in to  th e  hack room .
Lenchen: Well, what is it?
Bodfish: I asked him like you said but he's a 
nutter.
Lenchen: Is he?
Bodfish: Come on Lenchen. Let's get out of 
here. 1 can't talk to him.
Lenchen: There's a baby in there and she's 
sick. He's half out of his mind w ith worry and all
you can do is tell him he's not getting any more 
meat.
Bodfish: He didn't mention a sick baby. How 
was 1 to know? All we talked about was you — 
and us getting hitched.
Lenchen: So he gave his permission.
Bodfish: We don't need no permission. 
Lenchen. Let's go now .
Lenchen: Did he or didn't he? (pause) I'll ask 
him, if you wish.
Bodfish: I don’t know what he was up to. He
said you was owned by some Baroness or 
something. Someone dead! You can't talk to 
him.
Lenchen: Did he tell you the Baroness was 
dead?
Bodfish: (pause) Isn't she?
Lenchen: What did he say about this? she 
points to her own unborn child 
Bodfish: Lenchen. if he’s the father why don't 
you just say so. Either way. it doesn't matter to 
me. It's just someone who wants to be fed. isn't 
it? 1 can't offer you much, but you'll get more 
from me than you would if you stayed here. 
Lenchen: Do you have any idea why I stay 
here Bodfish?
Bodfish: Duty I suppose. Because you was 
some kind of gift. But you don't have to stay. 
You ain't a nigger slave, Lenchen.
Lenchen: This morning, when you asked me, I 
could have wept with relief Bodfish.
Bodfish: Well, Em waiting for an answer. 
Lenchen: Here's my answer: there’s more to 
life than fresh meat.
Bodfish: Eh?
Lenchen: You're a good man Bodfish but I'll 
stay here. Thank you.
Bodfish: Gawd, it seems some kind of crime to 
be a butcher around here. All right then. But as 
soon as your stomachs start rumbling, you all 
come crawling to me. What are you lot doing 
here anyway? What on earth are you waiting 
for'?
Lenchen: For revolution.
Bodfish: You'll need a lot more to eat before 
that comes up this street. You're all crazy, not 
just you and him, but all you foreigners. High 
down ideas and empty pockets, the lot of you. 
As soon as you stop getting a free meal you get 
nasty. A blowfly's got more pride than you lot. 
At least they lay eggs.
Lenchen: I've got my egg too 
Bodfish: Yes. and 1 bet I know who. (L enchen  
silences h im  w ith  a look). Why don't you come 
clean Lenchen.
Lenchen: Clean?
Bodfish: I know it's his. It's nothing to do w ith 
any revolution. You're staying here because he 
is. I'm not so stupid.
Lenchen: I made a promise. To the Baroness. 
Bodfish: But she's dead. You don't have to 
keep a promise made to the dead.
Lenchen: Good night Bodfish.
Bodfish: You'll be sorry Lenchen. (poin ts to  
L e n c h e n s  baby) Boy or girl, it will want to be 
fed -  even after the revolution.
Lenchen: ( an I ask you something?
Bodfish: Well? What is it .’
Lenchen: Could 1 have six chops tomorrow ? 
Bodfish: Gawd you've got a cheek.
Exit Bodfish. He goes down the stairs. She goes 
to the top o f the stairs.
Lenchen: Well, can 1°
Bodfish: (from the bottom o f the stairs) I'll see. 
Exit Bodfish. Lenchen re-enters the room. 
Enter Marx from the back room. They look at 
each other.
Lenchen: How’s the baby? Let me look. Let 
me past. Moor.
Marx: She is sleeping Lenchen. Don't disturb 
her.
Lenchen: How is she sleeping?
Marx: Soundly.
Lenchen: The fever’s gone then?
Marx: Yes, the worst is past.
Lenchen: Why has Frau Marx gone for a 
doctor?
Marx: To make sure, (pause) And you? Are you 
going off with this tradesman?
Lenchen: I can't say I wasn't tempted. A bit of 
peace and space and proper meals. But I couldn’t 
do it Moor. I'd be back here before long and he 
wouldn’t be able to show his face in the street. I 
like him too much to do that to him. (beginning 
to pack a few  paltry things into a bag) Anyway, 
I’ve found this family to take me in while I have 
the baby. They’ll look after it too.
Marx starts to set up the chess.
Marx: You’re not keeping it?
Lenchen: If it’s like all your others, it’ll come 
out the image of you. And we can’t have that, 
can we?
Marx: To give you a baby and then deprive you 
of it. It is a double crime Lenchen.
Lenchen: Don’t be upset Moor. There are too 
many mouths here as it is. They’ll let me visit. 
Well, I must be on my way. It's going to start 
soon, I can feel. I even had to lie down on my 
way back here. I don’t want to have the brat in 
the street if I can possibly help it. (pause) Moor. 
Marx: Yes my dear?
Lenchen: Whose name shall 1 put on the birth 
certificate?
Marx: I would prefer it was not mine. Our 
enemies would exult.
Lenchen: Will I put down Engels’?
Marx: No. He has had enough ribbing already. 
(pause) Put Bodfish.
Lenchen: I’ll put a blank. One other thing. 
Marx: Yes?
Lenchen: Why did you tell Bodfish the 
Baroness was dead? (pause) Let me see the babies 
before I go.
Marx: I would rather you didn’t. They have all 
just got to sleep and you know what a light 
sleeper Laura is.
Lenchen: Well I suppose I shall see them all 
soon enough.
Marx: You are strong Lenchen. 1 he strongest 
of all. Your baby will slip out like a wet fruit, 
believe me.
Lenchen: If it doesn't, don’t forget me for a 
while, (she gives him a letter)
Marx: What’s this?
Lenchen: A letter for you. From Engels.
Marx: Money at last!
Lenchen: Don't open it until I go.
Marx: My dear, faithful Lenchen.
Lenchen: Wish me luck.
Marx: (pause) Luck.
Exit Lenchen. Marx watches her go down the 
stairs where she meets Jenny and the Doctor. 
Marx half overhears.
Lenchen: Doctor.
Doctor: Hello there Miss Demuth.
Jenny: Is the Moor there, Lenchen.
Lenchen: Yes, he is. I'm going now. I’ll only 
be a week or so.
Jenny: Oh. Alright.
Marx has returned to the room and taken up the 
envelope and given it a kiss. The door o f the 
room opens and Jenny enters with the Doctor. 
Marx: Good evening Doctor.
Doctor: The child is this way I presume.
Marx: Presume nothing.
Doctor: Now look here Marx —
Marx: I am a doctor too, remember. A real one 
in point of fact. A doctor of philosophy.
Doctor: Very well — doctor. Shall I look at 
your child — or not?
Marx: But you want some money first, don’t 
you.
Doctor: I do prefer to get paid. If you had paid 
me for my other consultations and visits, I
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would have come earlier. It is only the incessant 
pleadings of your wife at my house which has 
made me come out at all. Now, may I see the 
baby?
Marx: But surely you would like to get paid 
first? They tell me all whores do.
Doctor: Now look here Marx — very well, 
Doctor Marx. I’ve not come here to be abused 
by you. You've owed me money for months. 
This street’s full of sick children. I've got my 
time cut out seeing half of them. At least other 
people make an effort to pay their debts.
Marx: Ah! So that’s it. You are a Doctor of 
Debt Collecting. I knew such a discipline existed 
but not that it was recognised by a British 
University.
He has been waving Engels' letter in the 
Doctor 's face. Jenny comes out o f the back 
room.
Jenny: Oh stop it. Let him go. You can go 
Doctor. You’re too late.
Doctor: But the child —
Jenny: She’s dead. Oh my God, why didn't you 
come days ago when I asked you? Why?
Marx: (opening the envelope) He was too busy 
counting his money, that’s why.
Doctor: I'm sorry your baby has died Mrs. 
Marx. But you have too many living in this 
cramped space. My advice is to move right away 
from here before you all die. Now, if you would 
be so good as to let me see the baby, I will give 
you a death certificate.
Marx: (looking at the letter) We are out of luck 
with Engels, my dear. He writes that he has been 
given a horse by his father. He cannot send us 
any money at present because he must buy feed 
for the horse. A horse, after all, has a right to 
live, does it not doctor? A horse, must have hay 
and new shoes. If our baby had been a horse, 
doctor, would it have survived. Would you have 
prescribed hay? Well? Would you?
Doctor: It is natural for you to be upset, 
Doctor Marx. Let me give you a sedative. 
Would you like one too Mrs Marx?
Marx: Or would you suggest making hay while 
the sun shines, doctor? Making money while 
children die by the dozen!
Doctor: What in God's name are you talking 
about?
Marx: Is that what you could recommend? Is 
that what you would advise? Is it, doctor? 
Doctor: Have you taken leave of your senses? 
Marx: Yes I have! I don’t w ant... senses! What 
is the point of having senses when they are 
outraged by vicious, greedy, ugly Jews like 
yourself!
Doctor: What are you saying man? You’re 
Jewish too.
Marx: Quite right doctor. My family tree is 
groaning with rabbis. But my father turned his 
back on all that nonsense. He turned his mind 
away from greed and death and hay. Get out of 
my house, yid! Every time your shadow goes 
down Dean Street, children die.
The Doctor turns and leaves.
M arx: Yes go! Go now before I make you eat 
my daughter’s corpse.
Marx returns. Pause.
Jonny: While you haggled over money, she 
died.
Marx: Not true. She was cold before you left 
for the doctor. You just wouldn’t accept it. 
Franzisca was dead before you left this house 
and I think you knew it. If anyone’s killed her, it 
was that haggling vampire. He should have 
come weeks ago.
Jenny: (pause) Why call him yid? What’s the 
point?
Marx: I know just how much it hurts. That's 
why.
Jenny: Isn't there enough pain as it is? Do you 
have to cause more?
Marx: The pain in this life, like the wealth, 
needs redistribution.
Jenny: (pause) She’s gone Moor, our little one. 
Moor: Envy her. Envy her.
Jenny: I so wanted her to live.
Marx: Live for what? For this? No, no; shes a 
lucky one our little Franziska. She is spared all 
this sickness and suffering and stupidity we call 
life.
Jenny: And Lenchen’s gone. I didn’t say a 
proper goodbye to her.
Marx: She will be back soon.
Jenny: Where is she staying? I should go and 
help her. She has done so much for us.
Marx: Rest now. You must rest.
Jenny: How can I? The child has to be buried 
and a coffin got from somewhere. And there’s 
nothing from Engels?
Marx: He sent his “best wishes”. Useless for 
burying bxbies.
Liebnecht and Schramm are coming up the 
stairs.
Liebnecht: Well we’re sure to see some action 
now.
Schramm: Trust the French. They cannot 
breathe without a uniform to lead them.
They enter. Jenny, hearing them come goes into 
the back room.
Lieb: Have you seen the papers! Moor, have 
you read about Louis Napoleon?
Schramm: The tailor’s dummy has made 
himself a hero overnight.
Marx: What news is this? Louis Napoleon, you 
say?
Lieb: He has staged a coup d’etat.
Schramm: History’s dunce has done it again. 
Lieb: Ja, du hast recht, Konrad.
Marx: Well. Well well. The French have a king 
again and all’s well on the Bourse. Louis 
Napoleon, eh? An adventurer set upon the 
throne by drunken soldiers whose allegiance he 
has secured with wine and sausages.
Lieb: Right first time!
Marx: Sit down gentlemen. We cannot let this 
pass without a game of chess. Re assemble those 
pieces Schramm. I have not hocked the chess set 
yet. See if there is any wine left Liebnecht, will 
you? Who do you think supported this new 
French oracle?
Schramm: Not the bourgeoisie?
Marx: Probably not. Who stood most to gain? 
Lieb: The small holding peasants.
Marx: Right. The first Napoleon gave them 
land and so will this one. Small holding peasants
form a vast mass in France.
Jenny re-emerges from the back room.
Jenny: Before you begin gentlemen — 
Schramm and Leibnecht stand.
Schramm: Good evening Frau Marx. How is 
little Franzisca?
Marx: She died today. Sit down both of you. 
They don't.
Jenny: Do either of you gentlemen have any 
money?
Lieb: Well I have a little, yes.
Jenny: It’s for a coffin.
Schramm: Here is some. No Liebnecht, you 
keep yours, (to Marx) Liebnecht hasn’t eaten 
today.
Marx: Is that so?
Lieb: Oh I’ll get something soon.
Marx: Keep your money Liebnecht. It is better 
the living should eat than the dead be wrapped 
in gold.
Jenny: I should get some kind of a box with 
this Schramm, thank you.
Schramm: I’m sorry to hear about the baby. 
Jenny: Could I ask another favour, Schramm? 
Schramm: Of course. Please.
Marx: Set up the rest Liebnecht.
Jenny: 1 have wrapped the baby in a sheet, but 
I cannot bring myself to hold her without crying. 
Schramm: I will get her of course.
Exit Schramm to the back room.
Jenny: If we go to the hospital, they will know 
where to get a coffin, don’t you think?
Lieb: Yes. They will be sure to know. Certainly 
they will know.
Schramm re-enters carrying the baby in a sheet. 
Jenny: You go first.
Exit Jenny and Schramm.
Liebnecht sits. Marx has finished setting up the 
chess pieces.
Marx: Come along Liebnecht. So, they have 
made that glove puppet king of the French. 
Louis Napoleon. The very name has that ring of 
counterfeit coin. He has swept from his path so 
many men and principles for what? For whores, 
wars and fashion. In the meantime, children die 
like flies at summer’s end.
Lieb: Ready Moor. You lead.
Marx: What is to be done? First: patience and 
propaganda. And then — yes! Pawn to king 
four.
END OF PLAY
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QUOTES & QUERIES
(Continued from page 8)
of Artistic Director, Sir Robert became the 
Board’s unanimous choice the moment his 
availability became known to us.
His credentials speak for themselves, for 
example, he has had an extensive working 
relationship with the Old Vic Company both as 
an actor and director. He has worked with the 
Sh&kespeare Memorial Theatre Company at 
Stratford on Avon and been actively associated 
with such influential giants of the theatre as 
Michael Benthall, Sir Peter Hall, the late Noel 
Coward and the late Tyrone Guthrie.
He is a versatile and consummate professional 
with an astutely measured understanding of the 
relationship between theatre arts and the box- 
office.
The Tote is very pleased to entrust the 
direction of its artistic policies to this great 
Australian.
Sir Robert Helpmann: “I am delighted to
accept the invitation to join the Tote and to 
further the long practical association I have had 
with the dramatic theatre.
1 will devote my creative energies to this most 
exciting and challenging job concurrent with the 
responsibilities I have to my overseas 
commitments.
It would be premature for me to start talking 
now about some of the things 1 have in mind, 
but 1 have many ideas on which 1 am already 
working.
The Tote has a very strong following and it 
will be my intention to devise an artistic policy 
which will create a period of most invigorating 
theatre for Sydney."
GLENN DERRINGER 
IN CONCERT
Wurlitzer Australia proudly presents the 
brilliant American organist Glenn Derringer in 
Concert 1978 Australian Tour.
Glenn is a dynamic concert artist, entertainer, 
composer and recording artist and has an 
extensive musical background having made his 
debut with the Philadelphia Symphony 
Orchestra at the age of ten.
He works as Product Manager for the 
Wurlitzer Organ Company and, as a principal 
representative throughout the world on all 
product development matters, he participates in 
concerts, international trade fairs, seminars and 
has made many appearances on top-rated US 
television network programmes.
Glenn Derringer in Concert promises to be a 
superb free-wheeling experience giving a new 
dimension to electronic organ music.
Glenn will give one performance in Brisbane, 
Sydney, Melbourne and Adelaide between 
August 15th and 22nd.
International
(Continued from page 17)
answered so simply: they seem to see the 
“Japaneseness” of it all without asking 
themselves in what it consists. Within Japan 
there are many different Japans, however. The 
language, the presentational styles, the themes 
and predelictions have much more variety than 
they do, say, in Australian theatre. Our theatre 
has drawn on limited sources. Japanese theatre 
has drawn on China, Europe, and America, and, 
of course, on its own special, long explorations.
What the best of Japanese theatres have is a 
commitment to a special manner of 
presentation. The most effective Japanese 
theatre has always been manneristic; it is the 
how of an action, not the why. And it is how to 
perfect a particular style to its limit, even if this 
takes decades. Each good Japanese presentation 
redefines the dramatic. The text has never been 
more than one of four or five elements in a 
production, the lesser of equals if anything. And 
Japanese audiences have the patience to allow a
particular group to perfect a new style. That’s 
why loose conglomerations of actors and 
directors calling themselves theatres don’t work. 
They never get to the destination before they 
find themselves going back to the beginning.
P.S. I have just received a letter from Senda 
Akihiko with extra information on 
developments of recent days. I have excerpted 
small parts of that letter to add to the above 
article.
“Inoue Hisashi’s latest play. The Tale o f 
Princess Hinoura. is on at the Bungaku-za in 
July, directed by Kimura Koichi. This Tokyo 
season follows a season in the provinces in June. 
It appears to be a Tohoku version of the Oedipus 
legend.
“Kara Juro’s latest was on till the end of June 
at Ikebukuro (in Tokyo). I was disappointed in it. 
It was called The Story o f the Unicorn.
“Tsuka Kohei's Salome, a rock opera, 
opened at the Seibu Theatre on i2 June: and 
Terayama Shuji’s new plays, two in a row, 
apparently did well in London recently and 
opened at the end of June in Kiinokuniya Hall in 
Shinjuku (Tokyo).”
Presented by 
Wurlitzer Australia
BRISBANE
1978 AUSTRALIAN TOUR 
Brilliant American Wurlitzer 
Organist...Glenn Derringer
An evening of superb family 
entertainment with Glenn at the 
new Wurlitzer 950 Console Organ.
Tuesday 15th August
SYDNEY
Thursday 17th August
Adults $2.50 Children $1.50. MELBOURNESaturday 19th August
Proceeds to aid The Young 
Organists Association.
ADELAIDE
Tuesday 22nd August
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—  Q  th e a tre
WHAT IF YOU DIED 
TOMORROW
by DAVID WILLIAMSON 
Aug 2 - 20 —Penrith 
Aug 23 - 26 — Bankstown Town Hall
Aug 30 - Sep 3 —Marsden Auditorium, 
Parramatta.
ENTERTAINING MR SLOANE
by JOE ORTON
Sep 13 - Oct 1 —Penrith 
O c t 4 - 7  —Bankstown Town Hall
Oct 11 - 15  —Marsden Auditorium,
Parramatta.
THEQTHEATRE
PO BOX 10, PENRITH 2750. Tel: (047) 21 -5735
VIDEO TECHNICS
Plaza Level, Bondi Junction Plaza 
500 Oxford Street, Bondi Junction 
Tel: (02) 387-2555, 367-4007
A NEW WAY TO LOOK AT TV
• Direct Recording — Record a TV 
programme directly as you watch it
• Parallel Recording — Watch one 
channel and simultaneously record 
another programme on a different channel.
• Unattended Recording — Pre-set the 
Recorder (up to three days in advance) 
to record a programme when you can’t 
be there.
Blank Video Tapes
1/4in, Vzin VCR U-matic. Always in stock. 
All video accessories new and used. 
Trade-in accepted. All makes repaired, 
serviced, modifications.
=tiVE3inA ÎRlKXiflG
company
ARTISTIC DIRECTOR 
and ADMINISTRATOR
WANTED:TWO IMAGINATIVE, 
ENERGETIC YOUNG PEOPLE 
FOR THESE POSITIONS.START 
EARLY ’79.APPLY NOW WITH 
RELEVANT DETAILS:BOX 344,
WAGGA,N .S.W . 2650.FOR 
FURTHER INFORMATION:TERRY 
0'CONNELL/CHRIS JONES ON 
(069)252052. S
CWCGIK
y  company
Diversity is its 
keynote -  new 
productions in feature, 
documentary, short and 
animated categories, 
significant films of the past, 
experimental and young 
people's cinema wiil all be 
shown. Two exciting additions 
for 1978 are a focus on films 
from the developing countries 
and a television section.
Mrs. C. Thoridnet -  Artistic Co-ordinator,
Adelaide International Film Festival,
South Australia
Postal Address: G.P.O. Box 354, Adelaide, S.A. 5001 
Telephone: (08) 212 3671 Cables: Adfest
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Sold and serviced nationally by
X® STRANDELECTRIC
4 Whiting Street, Artarmon 2064. Telephone 439 1962
19 Trent Street, Burwood 2134. Telephone 29 3724
50-52 Vulture Street, West End, Brisbane 4101. Telephone 44 2851
101-105 Mooringe Avenue, Camden Park, SA 5038. Telephone 294 6555
430 Newcastle Street, Perth 6000. Telephone 328 3933
120 Parry Street, Newcastle 2309. Telephone 26 2466
25 Molonglo Mall, Fyshwick 2600. Telephone 95 2144
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William Shoubridge Dance
Just what is a classic?
“Never b u t never dance to the music of 
Debussy” , wrote Isadora D uncan in one of 
her letters to the world, “ it is all surface 
emotion and sensuality, there is no music 
for the soul and the sp irit” .
Yes well, by this stage Miss D uncan, 
whatever her other achievements, was well 
noted for her musical myopia (dancing to 
the Beethoven symphonies th a t had no 
need of her embellishm ent). W hatever rule 
one wants to use to m easure the “ soul and 
spirit” in a piece of music, the sensuality is 
superficial only to a superficial listener. 
Vaslav Nijinsky and Jerome Robbins were 
not superficial listeners when they con­
sidered Debussy’s L A pres du m idi du ’un 
Faune for a ballet. Robbins himself has 
said th a t Faune  is practically fool proof, 
only a rank  am ateur could look bad  in it. 
T h a t’s true as far as it goes, bu t it takes a 
great dancer to touch all the nuances and 
halflights in the work and not ju s t reveal 
one aspect at a time.
Nijinsky set his faune in a wooded glade 
with nymphs th a t seemed to have stepped 
right off an A ttic vase, Robbins, 1952 
version set it in a dance studio on a hot 
afternoon. Instead of nymphs and shep­
herds coming away we have two adolescent 
dancers stretching, posing, analysing 
themselves and discovering their innate 
sensualtiy. But, at another textual level, 
they don’t do it for themselves b u t for an 
im aginary studio m irror tha t stretching 
along the front of the stage, where the 
audience is. So, to a degree it is 
dispassionate and cool, the work becomes 
a closed universe, a self-contained lyrical 
work of art, finer than  sculpture because it 
explores space, doesn’t merely occupy it.
Like all dance, it asks questions of its 
audience, not only on a cerebral level, bu t
on an im aginative, emotional and kin- 
aesthetic one as well. Is it reality th a t we 
see enacted here, or a dream , is it an actual 
encounter or a “ rehearsal” and, in the 
final analysis, regarding tha t m irror, are 
we w atching two dancers, or their 
reflection?
As to the perform ers in this A ustralian 
Faune, all of them  revealed som ething 
about the work . . . none of them  con­
tained it totally, th a t has only been 
achieved by its original cast of Eddie 
Villela and T anaquil Leclerq. Put som e­
thing of all of these four casts together 
however and you have a m easure of the 
work’s greatness.
The opening night cast of Gary N orm an 
and M arilyn Rowe were curiously sep­
arated. N orm an conveying the serpentine 
sexuality of the Faune and Rowe the 
“ cold” detachm ent of the girl, bu t they 
d idn’t connect. Craig Sterling and C hris­
tine W alsh enacted the dual encounter 
aspect, both  explorative of this chance 
“ accident” b u t little more. Ross Stretton 
and M ichaela K irkaldie for once, d idn ’t 
work at all. It was here a rehearsal, 
stripped of all w onderm ent and joy as if 
these were two hardened professionals who 
had gone through it all before Robbins has 
said him self tha t Faune can only really 
work when both dancers have a “virginal” 
quality about them , untouched and u n ­
sullied, it is the awakening  to sensuality 
tha t m atters.
Of all the Fauns, David Burch was the 
most com plete and satisfactory. He looked 
like a startled  faune, he had tha t air of 
discovery and tentatively handled the girl 
as if she were pa rt apparition, pa rt erotic 
fantasy and pa rt “ technical associate” . 
M arilyn Rowe seemed to be more at ease
here, more the teasing duena, the pert 
little ballerina who’d washed her hair and 
come into the studio to preen, and far 
more the d istan t “ nym ph” around whom 
the possibility of entertaining a love affair 
hung like a warm bu t delicate perfum e. It 
was a lovely version and I hope it grows 
(what I th ink  would be the ideal pa rtn e r­
ship would be David Burch and the Dance 
C om pany’s Sheree da Costa, b u t . . . )
No m atter w hat the casts were, this 
production of Faune made up for the 
nagging inanities of M assine’s M am zelle  
A ngot (lots of snappy dancing b u t no heart 
or mind) and the curiously laboured and 
half-baked configurations of G raem e 
M urphy’s Tekton.
I’ve heard  th a t few of the dancers in the 
AB gave the choreographer any help or 
inspiration in the creation of this work and 
I'm  afraid  it shows, (But then what can you 
expect when the A dm inistration dem ands 
a continually high perform ance level, an 
"exploitation of our product". Once 
fatigue sets in. who can be inspired?).
M urphy states tha t he wanted to 
illustrate in dance term s the architecture 
and sculpture of Spanish born Erico 
G audi. It strikes me tha t he had this 
concrete image too firmly in his mind and 
when the dancers d idn 't give a dam n, that 
“ im age” ju s t took over and robbed the 
work of any spontaneity. One of M urphy’s 
gifts is to upset expectations as to how a 
dance phrase should progress. He creates 
disconcerting and fascinating twists to a 
movem ent and makes it look fresh. 
However in some of his form er work and to 
a larger extent here in Tekton, those 
sculptural twists seem to be an affectation, 
a conscious striving for a signature style. I 
do wish he’d relax. Unexpected poses and
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dislocated configurations are all very well 
but they tend after a while to become in­
hum an. com puter-program m ed even.
Tekton  progresses by cursory jum ps, its 
ideas of G aud i’s architecture (not tha t I’m 
all that fam iliar with it) seems literal. Mass 
and line are used for a mom entary 
purpose; shapes and angles gather and 
disperse as if for no other reason than to 
gather and disperse, its so fractured that 
one can 't even see the fracture lines. Even 
geographic tektonic plates (from which I 
think the work draws its title) have a line of 
progression, a predictable one even.
Not th a t everything in the work is a 
mess, there are marvellous instances in it, 
one in particu lar where at the beginning 
and end of the piece the corps as a single 
body sweeps around the stage leaving a 
huddle of soloists like driftwood on the sea 
shore and gathers them  up later. One duet 
in particular, danced with exemplary 
nervousness by Ross Stretton and 
Christine W alsh, splits and fuses its 
protagonists like some hum an equivalent 
of mass and space and their redefining of 
each other, b u t th a t’s just it, it seems an 
equivalent.
The decor by Yan Pahl was interesting 
in its own right. It d idn’t distract from the 
dancing, enhancing it even, acting almost 
like some calligraphic clue to the goings on 
on stage, and as such was most welcome.
I fear th a t Tekton  came upon M urphy 
too soon after his outpouring in Poppy and 
the work subsequently looks arid, w ander­
ing around looking for something. It 
wasn’t em phatic enough, it wasn’t fluid or 
alive enough, really it wasn’t anything  
enough.
N either were the earlier performances of 
C ranko’s Romeo and Juliet, which as far 
as I was concerned were a slap in the face 
after the incandescent perform ances the 
work received here in Sydney back in 1974. 
The choreography looked half- 
rem em bered, the dancers went through it 
by rote. Only M arilyn Jones saved the 
opening night with her warm portrayal of 
Juliet, bu t even she seemed to play one 
note too often. All the anguish of love and 
im m inent im molation was there but I 
missed the growth of Juliet from the 
tentative green girl to the deeply resolved 
woman at the d ram a’s end.
Ross Stretton and M ichaela Kirkaldie 
seemed at odds as the second cast of 
lovers. Stretton darted and rum m aged 
coltishly around looking for Romeo but 
d idn’t ever seem to find him and 
K irkaldie’s portrayal of Juliet looked like 
it was laquered on from the outside. They 
danced their duets adequately but little 
more, and there has to be lots more if 
C ranko’s epic poem is going to live! Alan 
• Alder glowered and fum ed endlessly from 
start to finish, pitched at such an 
em otional screech all the time tha t when 
he was killed off one was merely thankful 
tha t a street punk nuisance had been 
dispatched and one wondered why Lady 
Capulet was making all the fuss on his 
funeral bier.
Jan Stripling in a later cast was much 
more satisfactory in this role and gave the 
rest of the cast an object lesson in acting 
technique. His Tybalt d idn’t just plug into 
one em otional socket at the beginning and
trundle along on it until the end, he was 
truly solicitous for Juliet’s safety when he 
caught her flirting with the intruding 
Romeo at the ball. Stripling tried his 
hardest to beef up the perform ance from 
the rest of the cast, bu t it was a losing 
battle, mainly because the orchestra 
seemed to be dropping off from boredom .
The Elizabethan Sydney orchestra can 
rise to quite capable heights when under 
the baton  of a Bonynge or a T intner, bu t 
here, under Robert Rosen it literally 
plodded its way through Prokoviev’s 
passionate score.
But perhaps this is all symptomatic of 
the ruling view being held at the 
A ustralian Ballet these days, by the 
A dm inistration at least; find the cheapest 
means possible to achieve the greatest box 
office return. I can understand why it 
wants the AB to have proper adm inis­
trative and rehearsal quarters in 
M elbourne, bu t one wonders what they 
will do when they find themselves in their 
bright shiny new quarters with a dem oral­
ised company, dissatisfied audiences, lousy 
orchestra and a sniggering press.
The A dm inistration (Peter Bahen) gave 
instance in a program m e note recently to 
the fact tha t the AB is a classical company 
founded in the classical technique (so is 
the New York City Ballet M r Bahen bu t go 
on). As such it doubts very m uch w hether 
it should concern itself with these “ m odern 
works with their contortions and writhings 
and cacophanous m usic” (M urphy’s 
Tekton  be warned). It thinks it should 
focus only on the “ classic” works.
A part from all the subjective value 
judgem ents rolling around, one could ask 
what is a classic? Tchiakovsky’s Swan 
Lake was “ cacophanous” in its day, the 
Ballets Russes works were “contortions” 
once and people hated M artha G raham  
when she first started  out, now all of those 
pieces are, by common consent, “classics” .
The rest of the world seems to have 
m atured since then and only the A ust­
ralian Ballet A dm inistration seems to be 
wilfully conservative.
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David Gyger Opera
First performances with enlarged pit.
. * i l a ...
fi %
Eilene H annan (Cherubino), Isobel B uchanan (Countess Almaviva) 
and Glenys Fowles (Susanna) in AO’s Marriage o f  Figaro. Photo: Branco G aica
Wisely if undram atically, no new p rod­
uctions m arked the first three weeks of the 
A ustralian O pera’s m ajor w inter season, 
which opened at the Sydney O pera House 
on W ednesday, June 14.
Indeed, it was even being cruelly alleged 
in some quarters of the daily press th a t the 
real opera dram a of the m om ent was off 
stage ra ther than  on, focussed on the 
fizzler of a takeover bid staged by a few 
dissidents in the opera world at the annual 
general m eeting of the AO the following 
night.
But it turned out to be a m onth far from 
devoid of artistic success, even if the first 
new production of the season, and one of 
the undoubted highlights of the year, at 
least in prospect — Joan Sutherland’s 
Norma  — was not scheduled to open till 
July 5.
Even at opening, in the certain know­
ledge th a t opening perform ances are never 
any season’s best, both M adam a Butterfly  
and The Marriage o f  Figaro were very 
good indeed: if Figaro was undeniably the 
better of the two, th a t was only to be 
expected in view of the fact it is perhaps 
the com pany’s most universally acclaimed 
production and has been continuously in
the repertory for seven years.
The only newcomer in the opening night 
cast was Eilene H annan as Cherubino; bu t 
there were considerable improvem ents to 
be noted in the perform ances of several of 
the old hands — in particular, th a t of 
Isobel B uchanan’s Countess.
It is hard  to know where to start in 
talking about this Figaro, for the greatest 
strength of the 1971 John Copley produc­
tion right from the start has been 
team work and th a t is still its greatest 
strength. Good to begin with, well above 
the A ustralian O pera’s general perform ­
ing level of the time, it has steadily gained 
in stature ever since. Each individual 
perform er has grown over the years, as any 
perform er worth his salt always inevitably 
does; and at the same time the collective 
depth of their com bined in terpretation  has 
developed enormously.
I have seen this particu lar Copley 
production eight times so far, All eight 
times with Ronald M aconaghie as Figaro, 
John Pringle as the C ount and Rosina 
Raisbeck as Macellina. Neil W arren- 
Smith has done six of my Bartolos, Robert 
G ard five of the Basilios and Glenys
Fowles four of the Susannas — in each 
case including the first and the last. I saw 
Jennifer Berm ingham  seven times straight 
as C herubino before this year’s perform ­
ance by H annan.
W hen one considers th a t those eight 
perform ances were spread over eight years, 
and th a t no more than  two of them  fell in 
any one year, th a t is rem arkable stability 
of casting indeed; bu t far from resulting in 
staleness and monotony in perform ance, 
the very stability of this Figaro cast has 
resulted in a fairly steadily rising standard .
Predictably, the old hands have long 
since so completely m astered their respec­
tive roles th a t the most th a t could be 
expected of them  this year, or last, was 
th a t they should m aintain  and slightly 
refine previous excellence; and th a t is 
precisely w hat they have done. Thus, the 
most fascinating perform ances of this 
particu lar opening night, to me at least, 
were Isobel B uchanan’s Countess and 
Eilene H an n an ’s C herubino — though for 
quite different reasons.
B uchanan had bothered me when she 
first played the Countess two years ago. 
She sang beautifully, as she has always
48 THEATRE AUSTRALIA AUGUST 1978
done since she has been with the 
A ustralian O pera, b u t she failed to 
convince me she had the role under control 
dram tically as she has always had, for 
instance, Pam ina under control in The 
M agic Flute. This year she is singing even 
more beautifully than  before, and tackling 
those fiendish arias with considerably 
more self-confidence. But far more im por­
tan t from the point of view of the overall 
dram atic success of the evening, she has 
acquired in the interim  the extra stage 
experience necessary to be convincing as 
the ever-so-slightly elevated and aristo­
cratic and dignified woman she m ust be if 
she is to contrast satisfyingly with 
Susanna’s less sophisticated (if equally 
effective) sort of womanhood.
H annan  qualifies for some sort of Figaro 
versatility prize in my recent perform ance 
annals, for I saw her do three Barbarinas 
in this AO producation, as well as an 
excellent Susanna in Adelaide earlier this 
year, before she cropped up as Cherubino. 
It was no surprise th a t she succeeded 
alm ost totally as Cherubino, just as she 
had succeeded alm ost completely as 
Susanna (B arbarina is hardly a big enough 
role to w arran t an attem pt at assessment 
of com parative standards).
And after having spent a good deal of 
time talking about the vocal refinem ents of 
this Figaro, it is only fair to conclude with 
a brief accolade for conductor R ichard 
Bonynge and the E lizabethan Sydney 
O rchestra, which responded by and large 
magnificently to his sensitive direction. In 
any ensem ble trium ph — as this so 
unequivocally was — the conductor m ust 
inevitably claim a significant share of the 
credit for piecing together the fragm ented 
bits of excellence of individual perform ­
ance, and m aking them  into a cohesive 
whole.
O ne visual com plaint, though: a 
strangely out-of-place pillar, in the Easter 
Island style, involving a ra ther large 
cherubic belly aim ed directly a t the 
audience, seems to have infiltrated itself 
into Act IV in the afterm ath  of the fire 
which destroyed the original Figaro sets 
earlier this year.
The winter season opened, of course, 
with a revival of last year’s Butterfly  which 
started  off m ost inauspiciously bu t ended 
up on a most moving level. D espite the 
best efforts of Carlo Felice Cillario, who 
was m anning the baton, the ESO ’s first act 
was very sloppy of detail: the first brass 
rendition of Puccini’s quotation from  the 
Am erican national anthem  was really 
pongo enough to make any self-respecting 
expatriate Am erican feel a need to stand 
up and protest.
But things improved dram atically in the 
second act, with beautifully, rich Puccini 
string sounds soaring out from the newly 
enlarged opera theatre pit in an over­
whelming torrent of melody; and by the 
end, aided by stunning vocal perform ances 
from the two leading ladies, the sins of 
Act I had  all b u t been erased from 
memory.
Two leading ladies in a Butterfly?  Yes; 
for m uch of the credit for the success of 
this particu lar opening night m ust be 
a ttribu ted  to Jennifer B erm ingham ’s 
delicately sensitive Suzuki, which acted as
a m agnificent foil for Leona M itchell’s Cio 
Cio San. I was not so aware of M itchell’s 
im mense vocal power this year as last, 
when she m ade quite a stunning aural 
im pression before she ever appeared on 
stage, riding effortlessly over the top of the 
off-stage chorus; b u t there was no dearth  
of power when it was needed, and her 
acting perform ance was fascinating in its 
m inute detail as well as — in the final 
m om ents — the grander gestures of 
hopelessness and tragedy. She still does 
too m uch crawling about after he suicidal 
knife thrust, b u t a good deal less this year 
than last: ju s t about none at all would be 
even better.
B erm ingham  provided a deeply 
sym pathetic foil to M itchell, as she m ust if 
M adam a B utterfly  is to transcend the 
tear-jerker soap opera. She sang the role 
m uch more effectively than  last year; 
equally im portant, her characterisation 
was superb throughout.
W hile it was pleasingly sung, by and 
large, Lam berto F u rlan ’s Pinkerton only 
occasionally came to life dram atically: 
adm ittedly, he was ham pered by a 
tem porary limp on opening night, bu t 
there was a good deal more to it than  that. 
P inkerton is not entirely lacking in depth  
of character; he m ust be seen to develop
from thoughtlessness to remorse as he 
realises how he has destroyed Butterfly. 
This progression was virtually absent from 
F u rlan ’s perform ance.
Robert A llm an’s Sharpless was suitably 
benign and well sung, though he seemed to 
have some difficulty with some of his top 
notes on the night.
These perform ances were the first 
staged in the opera theatre of the Sydney 
O pera House since the enlargem ent of its 
orchestra p it a t a cost of a several hundred  
thousand dollars — and it is pleasing to be 
able to report th a t the results seem to more 
than  justify even th a t large expenditure.
The size is still less than  optim um , of 
course, and has not yet been p u t to the sort 
of test which will crop up in mid-A ugust 
when W agner’s The Mastersingers o f  
N urem berg  opens. But as well as enlarging 
the pit, the recent renovations opened up 
its top somewhat by the installation of wire 
mesh across a portion of the forestage; and 
the im provem ent in term s of directness of 
sound, particularly  for those sitting in the 
stalls area, is dram atic. This directness of 
orchestral sound seemed to throw out the 
p it/stage balance during Act I of 
Butterfly; bu t peform ers quickly adjusted 
to the new inbuilt balance of the house and 
the balance since has been near-perfect.
Leona M itchell as Cio Cio San in A O ’s M adam a Butterfly. 
Photo: W illiam Moseley.
THEATRE AUSTRALIA AUGUST 1978 49
Elizabeth Riddell Film
Sydney Film Festival : Australasian opposites
The only A ustralian film in the Sydney 
Festival, apart from The N ight the Prowler 
which opened the fortn ight’s proceedings, 
was Jam es R icketson’s Third Person 
Plural. It was m ade in a few weeks for 
$35,000, which is a cue for somebody to 
say, “ A nd th a t’s ju s t w hat it looks like” . 
But in fact it doesn’t look especially 
hurried or under-financed. The locations 
are a harbourside park  and playground, a 
yacht, a complex for old people of both 
sexes, and two modest apartm ents. The 
nearest thing to a star in the film is Bryan 
Brown, the interesting and quite subtle 
actor who is becoming known for several 
excellent perform ances, notably as the 
husband  to Chris M cQ uade’s exasperated 
young wife in Love Letters from  Teralba 
Road.
So in the sense th a t Third Person Plural 
is a realist movie m ade with people who 
have yet to drive a bargain  in the m arket, it 
can be seen not to have dem anded a lot of 
money. And it is not the lack of money tha t 
causes the film to alm ost fail, as it does. It 
is the lack of shape in the script, and the 
windy, formless dialogue which sometimes 
seems designed to confuse rather than  
clarify, it is true th a t most people speak in 
words and sentences which are merely an 
approxim ation of w hat they are trying to 
say, th a t they are repetitive and banal. 
There is a way of using such speech in 
realist cinem a; if severely rationed, it can 
be m ade to work. In this case it doesn’t 
work.
The story is a simple, probable one. A 
m an nam ed Terry has a boat which sleeps 
four. He invites his friend M ark, a 
biologist whose subject is ants, aboard for 
a weekend with Danny, a school­
teacher who tries to m ake socially com m it­
ted films of old people and Beth, a young 
wife and m other m arried to an architect. 
The architect is also invited, bu t can ’t 
make it, so he stays at home with the small 
child. The only one used to the boat is 
Terry, an extrovert, or perhaps show-off 
would be a better word. They crash around 
the harbour, eat watermelon, drink 
cham pagne, swiiji, talk bu t say nothing. 
Danny works on M ark, Terry and Beth 
leap into a bunk. W hen the weekend is 
over Beth wants the love-affair to continue 
b u t not on the same terms. She contem p­
lates leaving her husband, to T erry’s 
em barrassm ent. M ark and Danny make it. 
He bores her with ants, she bores him  with 
sociological “ concern” .
And so on. E arlier in the Festival, 
R icketson’s D rifting  reached the short list 
of G reater Union Fiction candidates, and 
won a com m endation from the Reuben 
M am oulian Award judges and in fact the 
style of both  films is sim ilar - uncom m itted, 
loose, adlibbed talk , a cast in which the 
characters seemed to be interchangeable. 
It was pointed out to me later tha t the four 
principals of Third Person Plural had  a 
curious physical idiosyncracy: their four 
noses were long ones. W hen they leaned 
together over the waterm elon they bore a
resem blance to four anteaters. Ex­
perienced directors would have looked 
around for a snub nose. And, incidentally, 
voices of a distinctive timbre. In radio the 
noses would not have m attered (though the 
voices would) bu t in films noses are 
im portant.
Jam es Ricketson wrote the screenplay 
and directed the film. The interesting 
photography is by Tom Cowan. The 
A ustralian Film Commission pu t up the 
money, and was right to do so, because 
Ricketson will undoubtedly m ake a good 
film when he starts telling his actors what 
to do and say and keeps a tighter rein on 
the whole enterprise.
In enorm ous contrast to R icketon’s 
fuzziness was the NZ film Sleeping Dogs, 
which followed Third Person Plural on the 
same night. It is a piece of gee-whiz-boy’s 
ow n-paper adventure tha t brought 
whistles, cat calls, hisses and clapping 
from the audience in recognition of its 
splendid absurdity and a list of twenty 
credits from NZ Governm ent instrum en­
talities, all of which are pilloried an d /o r 
ridiculed in the film.
The film is the first fictional feature film 
made in NZ in eleven years and has done 
very well at home, I am told, before 
turning up at the Festival. The director is 
Roger D onaldson and the principal 
players Sam Neill, Ian M une (M onaghan 
of the NZ/ABC series about a union leader 
seen here in 1976) Nevan Rowe and the 
visiting Am erican actor, W arren Oates.
The story assumes tha t things go so bad 
in NZ — strikes, petrol shortages etc — 
th a t the hardline PM sets up an a n ti­
terrorist m ilitia force which in tu rn  spawns 
a guerilla and resistance movement. 
Heroes take to the hills, moving by night 
against W arren O ates’ mercenaries. Sam 
Neill as Smith, of no specified avocation, 
chooses to retire to an island with his dog, 
encouraged by the fact th a t his wife has 
ditched him for Bullen, played by Ian 
M une. But in this apparen t haven all hell 
breaks loose.
There are shootouts with bodies swan­
diving into a swimming pool, and 
spectacular chases. Smith and Bullen 
escape the militia in a truck carrying fat 
lam bs for the slaughterhouse and then 
begins a long and somewhat boring trek 
through the bush. The ending of Sleeping  
Dogs, if predictable, is also the occasion 
for a ludicrously a ttenuated  death scene 
from M une, whose talents need to be 
controlled by a stronger hand than 
D onaldson’s. M une shares the honor of 
the film script, taken from the novel 
Sm ith’s D ream  by CK Stead, with A rthur 
Baysting.
The script is full of holes, bu t with men 
and vehicles and aircraft roaring about in 
tha t m agnificent New Zealand scenery it 
probably doesn’t m atter too much.
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Foreign Films 
Probe Compromise 
and Inertia
Solrun Hoaas
Limited to a non-stop first week only of 
the Sydney Film Festival, this view can 
fortunately cover some mem orable low-key 
films th a t m ight otherwise be lost between 
Alain Resnais, Satyajit Ray, Luis Buñuel 
or others of the second week.
Even after thirty films the first day 
lingers both for Krzysztof Zanussi’s 
Camouflage, a subtly incisive dissection of 
the unconscious motivations behind acting 
‘noble’ and seeking justice in a corrupt 
and swampy academ ic mileu, and for 
Nikita M ikhalkov’s A n U nfinished Piece 
fo r  a M echanical Piano, based on a very 
early Chekhov play, Platonov, the nam e of 
its m ain character. For the Polish Zanussi 
‘tru th ’ can be used as a camouflage for 
self-betrayal, decisiveness may in fact be 
evading rather than  taking responsibility. 
Compromise is not a clear-cut grey, but 
muddy, and its boundaries diffuse.
In Chekhov’s run-down country villa 
compromise is a way of life. The painful 
awakening to self-betrayal as Platonov, 
now ’a school teacher, is confronted by his 
form er love Sofia who thought him  a 
Russian Byron, leads nowhere. She has 
settled for a sop instead. Accusations and 
new yearnings bu t create another impasse. 
The inevitable doctor puts off his 
emergency call for the w arm th of merry 
company. W hen the servants bring a pig to 
be ridden around the house, no one knows 
what to do with it; the joke is no longer on. 
W hen the carriage is ready for him  to leave 
after finding his wife loves another, Sofia’s 
husband  falls asleep in it. Nothing 
changes, b u t the hum our in the absurdity 
of it all is undefeatable in the film; it is the 
best acted Chekhov I have seen either on 
stage or screen (Alexander Kalyagin as 
Platonov is brilliant).
The week showed intelligent program ­
ming of films tha t allowed for com parison 
of style or them e. There were notably more 
films than  usual by women directors, three 
of them  Scandinavian. Norwegian Anja 
Breien [Wives] d isappointed this year with 
heavy-handed treatm ent of Games o f  Love 
and Loneliness based on Swedish writer 
H jalm ar Soderberg. (A few years ago M ai 
Zetterling showed in her D r Glaas that, 
with a greater sense of irony and hum our, 
the seeming banalities of the same 
au tho r’s dialogue can work). There is a 
certain cultural elem ent of non-verbal 
com m unication and wooden movement
tha t often render Scandinavian films 
ponderous (as also with Japanese non­
action films). In her somewhat simplistic 
b u t very com petent debut, Us, Laila 
M ikkelsen controls this quality and uses it 
to advantage in focussing on a young 
couple helpless in a national crisis.
G unnel Lindblom ’s Paradise Place is 
peopled with articulate characters who can 
verbalize their emotions. It is the social 
outsiders, King and his m other, who 
cannot. Despite its bleak outcome and 
social concern, there is no plodding 
tedium . It brings a passionate approach to 
the problem s of caring in a world of events 
tha t insensitise. The them e of friendship 
between two older women with profes­
sional interests in comm on is not only rare 
in film, b u t here explored with the 
dram atic skill of a woman who has given 
Ingm ar B ergm an’s films some of their 
strongest perform ances.
The concern with an inexplicable teen­
age suicide of Paradise Place is echoed in 
an unusual Swiss film th a t followed it. The 
Indians A re S till Far Away, by Patricia 
M oraz. A film th a t grows on me in 
retrospect, partly through the impressive 
perform ance of Isabelle H uppert, who 
projects acute sensitivity and blocked 
despair through m inim al expression in an 
environm ent of inertia  and boredom . 
O ften dwelling on long shots where little 
seems to happen, it reconstructs the 
non-events of a week preceding the girl’s 
suicide. Similarly, in Diary o f  a Lover 
Sohrab Shahid Saless allows each shot the 
time it needs to record the isolation and 
inability to com m unicate of his meat- 
salesclerk, as he reconstructs the routine of 
the week after the m an’s girl-friend 
disappears, until her body is found under 
his bed.
For film m akers concerned with social
docum entary and with self-reflexivity in 
film (often attem pted through film on film 
making), perhaps the most significant of 
all was R einhard H auff’s The Main Actor, 
a film prom pted by his previous Paule 
Paulander, in which an actual father and 
son act out their real-life conflicts on their 
poor farm. The M ain A ctor  begins with 
the end of such a filming situation; the 
focus is on conflict between the exploiting 
film m aker, fascinated by the overt expres­
sion of aggression in a social class other 
than his own, and the boy. Unwittingly a 
star exposed to the corrupting power of the 
film medium , he is incapable of again 
subm itting to his dom inating father. As in 
many of the week’s films, the dilem m a is 
unresolved. It is an im portan t film here, 
where comm ercial film on Aboriginal 
them es often seeks out tribal or outback 
talent.
After so many films with an obvious and 
despondent message, films th a t reject the 
illusion-creating effects of cinem a in order 
to find a truer angle on contem porary 
reality, Black and W hite in Colour 
provided a welcome change of pace. It 
makes its strong point about colonialism, 
the corrupting effect of power and the 
absurdity of war through caricature and 
satire and is a very impressive debut by 
Jean-Jacques A nnaud, made in the Ivory 
Coast.
Judging by vocal response, the popular 
favorite of a Sydney audience with a 
penchant for style was Outrageous, a 
C anadian feature debut by R ichard 
Benner, perhaps a much-needed relief 
after a week of inertia and blocked 
emotion. Immensely entertaining, mainly 
due to Craig Russell’s brilliant female 
im personations, its message of loving care 
as cure-all and ‘Let’s be m ad and happy 
together’ is somewhat trendy and facile.
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Roger Coveil Records
Bernard Herrmann: The Composer as Mimic.
The disc entitled The M ysterious Film  
W orld o f  Bernard H errm ann [Decca, 
reissued W orld Record Club R  04427] 
enables us to listen to excerpts from the 
scores of three films in whi^h H errm ann’s 
music was inseparably linked with the 
wizardry of Ray H arryhausen in creating 
giants, m onsters and other special effects. 
In the music for M ysterious Island  
H errm ann sets his large orchestra bounc­
ing to the m otion of a giant balloon, evokes 
the nightm arish  choppiness of gesture of a 
great crab, engages in comprehensive 
buzzing for a giant bee and sends an 18th 
century fugue through grotesquely am p­
lified and  distorted motions to accom pany 
the appearance of an enorm ous bird. 
Childish stuff, you may say. Perhaps: bu t 
H errm ann brings to its m usical character­
isation highly developed orchestral skill 
and an awareness of w hat has happened 
and w hat is possible in music com para­
tively rare am ong film composers. The 
18th century fugue is said to be by a pupil 
of Bach, JL Krebs. As Krebs m eans crab  in 
G erm an it m ight have been even more 
fitting if his fugue had  been appropriated  
for the appearance of the giant crab; bu t 
we can’t have everything. The striking 
thing about the grotesqueries of
H errm ann’s music for M ysterious Island  is 
how m uch more enlivening they are than  
the excerpts taken from another
H arryhausen-H errm ann collaboration, 
Jason and the Argonauts. There is a 
certain stiff brassy m em orability to the 
music accom panying the M an of Bronze, 
bu t the T riton  who rises from the depths of 
the sea and holds back the clashing rocks 
in order to let the Argo through has not 
had  a great deal of im agination pu t into 
his music. W riting music for m onsters 
.needs technique, which H errm ann has in 
plenty, b u t it obviously helps if the 
m onsters have some additional visual 
characterisation. If the Triton had had  a 
limp, for example, I am inclined to th ink 
tha t H errm ann would have found a more 
interesting musical equivalent for him . It 
is not discreditable to H errm ann th a t his
music is mimicry and th a t the more 
grotesque and nightm arish the image the 
better the mimicry and tha t the more 
grotesque and nightm arish the image the 
better the mimicry and the music. 
H errm ann’s solution to the stylistic 
problem  of writing music for The Three 
Worlds o f  Gulliver (on the other side of 
this disc) is to mimic and, on occasion, 
playfully distort the characteristic paces 
and tu rns of phrase of m inor English 
composers of the 18th century. A sturdy 
m inuet is identified with Gulliver’s hom e­
town of W apping. The Lilliputians are 
accom panied by music scored with silvery 
lightness and fragility of tim bre. The 18th 
century touches are mildly entertaining; 
and it is hardly fair to H errm ann to point 
out th a t they are im m easurably inferior in 
wit and colour to Stravinsky’s reworking of 
18th century them es and conventions in 
Pulcinella. I doubt w hether the music for 
The Three Worlds o f  Gulliver has an 
existence truly independent of the film, 
despite its unusual form al shapeliness. 
The two movements in which H errm ann 
seems to speak vividly as a composer are, 
significantly, concerned with monsters: 
gigantic chessmen and the pursuit by the 
B robdingnagians. Anyone who has an 
affectionate memory of these films and 
who already adm ires the scope of 
H errm ann’s work as a film composer will 
probably enjoy this disc, all the more so as 
the music for it was newly recorded by the 
National Philharm onic O rchestra under 
H errm ann’s own expert direction.
The question lurking in the back of 
many listeners’ m inds when they en ­
counter the film music of a composer like 
H errm ann whose technique is consum ­
mately professional and whose general 
culture is wide tends to go som ething like 
this: w hat sort of music would he write if 
there were no films to go with it? 
H errm ann stands up to such an enquiry 
better than  most composers who have 
written consistently for film. He had already 
w ritten a num ber of his best concert works 
at the tim e tha t he began composing for
films and the im pulse to compose such 
works went on for at least a tim e after his 
film career began. His Symphony (I take it 
th a t it is his only one) dates from 1941. He 
had m ade his first appearance as a 
com poser for feature films a year earlier, 
very auspiciously, with the score for O rson 
W elles’s Citizen Kane. (There are two 
discs a t least of this music, one a U nited 
A rtists record of the original soundtrack 
and one recently recorded by the National 
Philharm onic O rchestra under Charles 
G erhard t for RCA). H errm ann went on 
to work with, am ong others, T ruffaut 
and Hitchcock. His association with 
H itchcock was especially long and m em ­
orable. There is a record devoted to his 
music for Psycho on Unicorn, newly played 
under the com poser’s direction; and a 
Decca recording brings together excerpts 
from H errm ann’s music for five H itchcock 
thrillers, Psycho, Marnie, North by North  
West, Vertigo and (in a reworking 
dedicated to H itchcock himself) The 
Trouble with Harry. The Psycho score was 
for strings alone. H errm ann wrote for 
them  m ost effectively in the tau t neo­
classic style of many of Stravinsky’s 
compositions for strings. Note tha t I am 
only saying th a t H errm ann borrowed a 
style and  m ade it seem appropriate to his 
subject m atter, not th a t he was indulging 
in plagiarism . (The borrowing from  S tra­
vinsky’s The R ite o f  Spring  to be found in 
the music for Jaws, in contrast, seems to 
me m uch closer to a straight pinch.) I 
think H errm ann may be most at ease in his 
mimicry of a style as clearly defined as 
neo-classic Stravinsky. In the Symphony, 
left to his own devices. H errm ann shows 
less consistency of style or personality. Yet 
the Symphony has nothing about it of the 
stale cigarette ash of a composer who only 
comes alive in relation to a screen image. 
The sleeve notes m ention Sibelius. Even if 
tha t com parison can be sustained with any 
exactness only in brief passages of the 
score the Symphony [Unicorn, reissued 
W orld Record Club R04257] does have the 
tone of epic or saga. H errm ann clearly had 
a great im pulse to musical expression even 
if he needed the specific references of a 
film or of other kinds of dram atic work 
(such as his opera W uthering H eights or 
his d ram atic can ta ta  M oby D ick ] in order 
to give th a t im pulse mem orable definition. 
The Symphony has scale, sweep and some 
good ideas. I am inclined to think tha t the 
most successful movement is the most 
nightm arish: a scherzo which is like a 
relentless hun t and which derives part of 
its im pact from a grotesque variant on the 
scherzo of Beethoven’s seventh symphony. 
It is Beethoven with a limp and a 
hunchback. H errm an is, characteristically, 
the mimic but, equally characteristically, 
needs som ething grotesque to bring out 
the best in his mimicry.
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John McCallum
Play texts not the proper basis for theatre?
G am bit 32: “Three T heatre M anifestos” 
by Steven Berkoff.
Fight fo r  Shelton Bar Peter Cheeseman. 
M ethuen.
The Cake M an. R obert M erritt. Currency 
Press.
Plays published by M ethuen, Calder and 
Penguin.
i n a m h i l! ■ l U I M I I I .
m J t m  INTERNA TIONA L TH EA TR E R E V IE W
¡Cai
EM P H A S IS  ON STEVEN BERKOFF
THREE THEATRE MANIFESTOS by Steven Berkoff 
METAMO RPHO SIS full text o* Steven Berkoff's adaptation 
from Kafka
WHY DO Í WRITE ? by Euqene Ionesco
THE PARIS THEATRE SEASON and THE VENICE BIENNALE
REVIEWS of Plays, Opera. Films and Books
THEATRE DIARY
Does theatre  have a single creator, in the 
way poetry and  painting  have? It is 
obviously a collaborative activity (like 
building a m onum ent or perform ing a 
symphony) bu t should it have a single 
guiding “ a rtis t” ? All the best known 
actor-centred com panies in modern 
W estern theatre are closely identified with 
a leader/d irector — Jerzy Grotowski, 
Julian Beck and Jud ith  M alina, Joseph 
C haikin, Joan Littlewood and, now in this 
country, Steven Berkoff. After all the 
flirtation this century with texts and 
directors we are heading back to the 
d ictatorship of the leading actor — albeit 
justified on the dem ocratic-sounding 
grounds th a t the company of actors, being 
“ up fron t” , are the collaborative true 
creators of the perform ance.
Steven Berkoff, in the first of his “ Three 
T heatre M anifestos” in G am bit 32 (which 
also includes the text of his [Metamor- 
phosis j, after Kafka) claims th a t the actor 
“ is more interesting than  the event” and 
tha t the playwright, “ like a predator, seeks 
for live flesh to give form, blood, heat, 
flesh and  in terpretation  to his grubby 
thoughts” . Like Grotowski, Berkoff 
appeals to the argum ent th a t the actor can 
exist w ithout the play bu t not the play 
w ithout the actor. This begs the question.
W hatever the actors do becomes the play 
— it still doesn’t m eet the issue, w hat is a 
good way of m aking plays? One answer is, 
undoubtedly, Berkoff’s way. He is a 
theatrical auteur who, far from  dem ons­
trating  the prim acy of the actor, 
dem onstrates the prim acy of Berkoff. As 
actor, au thor and director he creates 
perform ances as a single artist, whatever 
collaborative creative effort he may get 
from  his company.
For illustration  we have the annoying 
fact th a t his text, M etamorphosis, reads 
superbly. This is partly  because it evokes 
K afka’s story, and partly  because it is a 
description of a production ra ther th an  a 
prescription for one as yet unrealized. In 
deference to the A rtaudian  view, referred 
to by Berkoff, th a t playtexts are not the 
proper basis for the theatre  I can say no 
more, o ther than  th a t life will seem empty 
until I see his production  of this great story 
at N im rod later this year.
The script of Fight For Shelton Bar 
(M ethuen) is even more uncom prom isingly 
a record of production - not a t all for other 
directors. It is the annotated  text of one of 
the docum entary productions of the 
V ictoria T heatre  in Stoke-on-Trent, under 
the direction of Peter Cheeseman. It deals 
with the th rea t to close down the Shelton 
steel works, and the struggle of the local 
work force to prevent it. Again we have the 
problem  th a t Peter Cheeseman is well 
known as the leader of this company b u t in 
this case there does seem to have been 
genuine creative collaboration. Cheeseman 
proudly announces, “ the words you are 
about to read were not w ritten by me, or by 
the actors, b u t by the men and women who 
work at Shelton Steelworks, and some of 
the w orkers’ wives.”
This colum n is falling so far behind in 
covering the books received by Theatre 
Australia  th a t a great num ber m ust be 
done at once. This is ju s t as well, as the 
rest of these books look suspiciously to me 
like playscripts, by playwrights. In 
A ustralia, on the whole, theatre 
still operates on the basis of a handful of 
artistic directors choosing playscripts to 
produce, b u t those people will no doubt 
have already m ade their decisions on these 
plays, so all I can do is present them  for 
the consideration of potential readers.
These plays, then, also ran:
The Cake M an, by R obert J M erritt 
(Currency Press) is a study of the lives of 
aborigines in a NSW country town. It has 
obvious political intent, b u t its low-key, 
generally naturalistic style, while very 
moving, seems to preclude its having m uch 
political im pact. (As an ironic footnote to 
the com m ents above I adm it th a t the 
memory of Justine Saunders’ fine perform ­
ance as Ruby in the original production 
contributes a lot to reading the play). 
Howard B renton’s Epsom  Downs 
(M ethuen) is yet another rem inder of how 
m uch we could learn from this great
Books
playwright. Like Barrie Keeffe’s A  M ad  
World, M y M asters (M ethuen) it was 
originally perform ed by the Joint Stock 
T heatre G roup and is a comic pagean t of 
English life. New plays which deserve 
m uch more attention  than  I can give them  
here are H oward B arker’s Stripw ell and 
Claw (Calder Playscript 79) and A lan 
Brown’s W heelchair Willie (Calder Play- 
script 80). In  M ethuen’s M aster Play­
wrights series we have Plays: One of 
E dw ard Bond, which contains Saved, 
Early M orning  and The P ope’s Wedding.
Finally there are the “why no t?” plays. I 
cannot th ink  of any reason why the 
following plays should not have been 
published: M ichael F rayn’s Clouds 
(M ethuen) and Alphabetical Order, and  
D o n key’s Years (M ethuen), and David 
M ercer’s television scripts, Huggy Bear 
and other plays are all very funny. 
Penguin’s volume of Three Plays (Willis 
H all’s The Long and The Short and The 
Tall, M ichael H astings’ Yes, and A fter  
and D oris Lessing’s Each His Own 
W ilderness] is w orth getting if only for an 
unexpected page 154. Harley Granville 
B arker’s The M adras House was revived 
last year a t the N ational so we can expect 
to see it at the O ld Tote shortly.
Except for The Cake M an  all these plays 
are English.
THE PERFORMING ARTS 
BOOKSHOP
232 Castlereagh Street, 
Sydney. 2000. 
Telephone: Patrick Carr 
[02] 2331658
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THEATRE OPERA DANCE
A .C .T .
CANBERRA THEATRE (49-7600)
Nimrod Street Theatre Company 
The Club by David Williamson.
Director, John Bell; Designer, John Bannerman. 
18 to 26 August.
THE JIGSAW COMPANY (47-0781)
Winnie the Pooh adapted by the company from 
the works of A A Milne. Schools season: 21 to 
28 August; Public season: 28 August - 9 
September.
PLAYHOUSE (49-7600)
National Institute of Dramatic Art 
Major Barbara by George Bernard Shaw.
2 to 5 August.
THEATRE 3 (47-4222)
Canberra Repertory
Born Yesterday by Garson Kanin.
Director, Ross McGregor. 2 to 5 August.
TIVOLI THEATRE RESTAURANT (49-1411) 
Canberra Professional Group 
Vaudeville Capers.
Fridays and Saturdays (continuing).
For entries contact Marguerite Wells on 
41-3192.
NEW SOUTH WALES
ACTORS COMPANY (660-2503)
The Removalists by David Williamson; director, 
Michael Rolfe. In repertoire with Halloran's 
Little Boat, by Thomas Keneally; director, Steve 
Agnew. To August 23.
Death o f a Salesman, by Arthur Miller; director, 
Michael Rolfe. From August 25.
ARTS COUNCIL OF NEW SOUTH WALES 
(31-6611)
While the Billy Boils — Henry Lawson’s stories 
by Leonard Teale. August 14 — Muswellbrook, 
August 15 — Quirindi, August 16 — 
Tam worth, August 17 — Armidale, August 18 
— Glen Innes, August 19 — Tenterfield, New 
South Wales.
School tours: Bennelong Players. North Coast 
tour throughout August.
Dale Woodward Rod Puppet Workshop. North 
West NSW tour, August 7-25.
Stax o f Sax — contemporary saxophone quartet. 
Sydney Metropolitan tour from August 5.
Wayne Roland Brown, guitarist. South Coast 
and Riverina tour throughout August.
Alex Hood, folk-singer, guitarist. North Coast 
and Hunter area tour, to August 25.
Koalaroo, a children’s play written and directed 
by Tony Wright. Sydney Metropolitan area tour 
to August 25.
AUSTRALIAN OPERA (26-2976)
Norma by Bellini. August 1,9, 10, 23. 26.
Don Giovanni by Mozart. August 5,8.
The Mastersingers o f Nuremberg by Wagner. 
August 15, 19, 22,25,30.
La Traviata by Verdi. August 21,24, 29.
ENSEMBLE THEATRE (929-8877)
Spokesong by Stewart Parker; director, Don 
Reid (continuing).
FRANK STRAIN’S BULL ’N BUSH 
THEATRE RESTAURANT (31-4627)
Magic o f Yesterday with Noel Brophy, Keith 
Bowell, Julie Fullerton, Neil Bryant and Alan 
Norman; Director, Frank Strain, 
Choreographed by George Carden, (continuing)
GENESIAN THEATRE (827-3023)
The Sunshine Boys by Neil Simon; director, 
Coralie Butler. To September 9.
HER MAJESTY’S THEATRE (212-3411) 
Dracula, directed by Sir Robert Helpmann, 
starring John Waters. From August 18.
JANE STREET THEATRE (663-3815)
As You Like It by William Shakespeare; 
Director, Aubrey Mellor. July 26 - Aug 19.
KIRK GALLERY (698-1798)
Lovers by Brian Friel; director, Vincent Kelly; 
producer, Stephin Hargreave. From August 10.
MARIAN STREET (498-3166)
Catch Me I f  You Can adapted from the French 
by Jack Weinstock and Willie Gilber; director, 
Robert Levis. To September 29.
MARIONETTE THEATRE OF AUSTRALIA
(357-1638)
The Magic Tinder Box and St George and the 
Dragon, with a special appearance of Bill 
Steamshovel, performed by the Norman 
Hetherington Puppets. From August 29.
MUSIC HALL THEATRE RESTAURANT
(909-8222)
Crushed by Desire, written and directed by 
Michael Boddy (continuing).
MUSIC LOFT THEATRE (977-6585)
Encore, a musical revue starring the Toppano 
family and Lee Young (continuing).
NEW THEATRE (519-3403)
Friday The Thirteenth, by Kevin Morgan; 
director, John Armstrong. To August 18. 
Enemies by Maxim Gorki; director, Kevin 
Jackson (continuing).
NIMROD THEATRE (699-5003)
Henry IV, by William Shakespeare; Director, 
Richard Wherrett; with John Bell, Frank Wilson 
and Alexander Hay. To August 13. 
Metamorphosis, by Franz Kafka, adapted and 
directed by Steven Berkoff; with Ralph Cotterill, 
George Shevstov, Paul Bertram, Richard Collins 
and Margaret Cameron. From August 19.
OLD TOTE (663-6122)
Drama Theatre: Hay Fever, By Noel Coward, 
Director, Ted Craig; with Patricia Kennedy, 
David Nettheim, Jan Hamilton, John Warnock, 
Ronald Falk, Suzanne Roylance, Barry Otto, 
Judy Nunn and Connie Hobbs. From August 2. 
Parade Theatre: The Knack (or How to Get it) 
by Anne Jellicoe; Director, Peter Collingwood; 
with Grant Dodwell, Robert Hughes, Geoff 
Kelso and Celia de Burgh. From August 9.
PARIS THEATRE (61-9193)
The Paris Company in Pandora’s Cross by 
Dorothy Hewett; music, Ralph Tyrrell; lighting 
by David Read; Director, Jim Sharman. To end 
of August.
Visions, by Louis Nowra; Director, Rex 
Cramphorne. From end of August.
Q THEATRE, Penrith (047 21 -5735)
What I f  You Died Tomorrow, by David 
Williamson; Director, Arthur Dicks.
August 2 - 20 Penrith; August 23 - 27 
Bankstown; August 30 September 3 
Parramatta.
RIVERINA TRUCKING COMPANY
(069 25-2052)
Rocky Horror Show by Richard O’Brien; 
Director, Terry O’Connell; Designer, Fred 
Lynn; Musical director, Craig McLean. Late 
night performances of Christie In Love by 
Howard Brenton. To August 4 -19.
SEYMOUR CENTRE (692-0555)
York Theatre: Crown Matrimonial written by 
Royce Ryton; Director, Peter Williams; with 
June Salter and John Hamblin. To September 9. 
Downstairs Theatre: Sydney University 
Dramatic Society in Bartholomew Fair by Ben 
Jonson. To August 5. Tasmanian Theatre-In- 
Education Team in I'll Be In On That by Anne 
Harvey and Little Brother Little Sister by David 
Campton. August 21 only.
SYDNEY OPERA HOUSE (20588)
Exhibition Hall: La Scala Bi-Centenary 
Exhibition. From August 5.
THEATRE ROYAL (231-6111)
Big Bad Mouse by Phillip King and Faulkland 
Kerry; with Jimmy Edwards and Eric Sykes. 
From August 1.
WHITE HORSE HOTEL, Newtown (51-1302) 
Brenda by Ian Tasker, written by Peter 
Stephens. Throughout August.
For entries contact Sue Paterson on 357-1200.
QUEENSLAND
ARTS THEATRE (36 23441
Jean Trundle Memorial Drama Festival. To
August 5.
Murder on the Nile by Agatha Christie; 
Director, Jason Savage; Designer, Una 
Hollingworth.
Children’s Theatre: Plotters o f Cabbage Patch 
Corner, a musical for children, written by David 
Wood; director, Jay McKee. Saturdays 2.00 pm.
HER MAJESTY'S (221-2777)
The Australian Ballet: Swan Lake with Dame 
Margot Fonteyn. August 1 - 5.
Snow White and the Seven Dwarfs — August 12 
to 26 at 10.00 am & 1.45 pm.
LA BOITE (36-1622)
The Father We Loved on a Beach by the Sea by 
Steve Sewell. Director, Jeremy Ridgeman. To 
August 12.
Tales from the Vienna Woods by Odon Von 
Horvathl; Director, Rod Wissler. August 18 to 
September 16.
Early Childhood Drama Project — Voyage — a 
play for children. August 1 - 4 & 7 - 11 at 9.30 
am & 11.30 am.
Late Night: Bremen Coffee by Rainer Werner 
Fassbinder; Director, David Watson. August 3, 
4, 5, 10& 11.
Middle Stagers performing at La Boite. August 
20 - 23 & 28-30 at 8.00 pm.
54 THEATRE AUSTRALIA AUGUST 1978
QUEENSLAND OPERA COMPANY 
The Magic Flute by Mozart; Director, John 
Thompson; Musical Director, Graeme Young. 
Alternating at SGIO Theatre with Australian 
Opera’s production of Triumph o f Honour by 
Scarlatti; Director, France Cavarra; Conductor, 
Richard Divail. To August 4.
QUEENSLAND THEATRE COMPANY
(221-5177)
Big Toys by Patrick White; Director, Bill 
Redmond; Designer, Peter Cooke. August 16 - 
September 2.
QUEENSLAND ARTS COUNCIL (221-5900) 
Hutter Family Austrian Folk Music — on tour. 
Mark McCellan Australia’s Song and Dance 
Man — on tour.
Errol Collins Trio — on tour.
The Larrikins authentic Australian Folk Music 
— on tour.
While the Billy Boils with Leonard Teale — on 
tour.
BRISBANE ACTORS COMPANY (52-7843) 
Just Between Ourselves by Alan Ayckborn; 
Director, David Glendinning. At Twelfth Night 
Theatre. August 17 to September 2.
THE ARTS THEATRE; DDIAE, Toowoomba. 
Under Milk Wood by Dylan Thomas; Director, 
Murray Foy. Opens August 29.
POPULAR THEATRE TROUPE (36-1745)
Out for a Duck — the story of Queensland, and 
Ladies Day. At community venues in Brisbane, 
throughout August.
For entries contact Don Batchelor on 
269-3018.
SOUTH AUSTRALIA
ACT (223-8610)
Playwrights’ Seminar at the Box Factory. 
Speakers, Ken Ross, David Allen, Rob George. 
20 August at 2.30 pm.
AUSTRALIAN DANCE THEATRE 
(212-2084)
Princess Theatre
Schools performances from Aug 15.
Adult performances — Worm Walk, Seven 
Songs, Flibberty Gibbet, Wings.
Aug 19 - Sep 2.
FESTIVAL CENTRE (51-0121)
The Space: Tasmanian Puppet Theatre. 
Momma's Little Horror Show, nightly from Aug
24.
Children’s shows: Golden Nugget Show, Big 
Nose. North Wind and the Sun, Three Pigs, 
Magic Shadow Show.
During the day from Aug 28.
QTHEATRE (223-5651)
Bronte Story-Thunder director, Jean Marshall. 
Aug 16-26.
SOUTH AUSTRALIAN THEATRE 
COMPANY (51-5151)
Peer Gynt by Henrik Ibsen; director, Colin 
George. Aug 11 - Sep 2.
STATE OPERA (51-6161)
La Rondine by Puccini. Aug 23, 25, 26, 30.
TROUPE
At the Red Shed, Cnr Angas/Cardwell Streets. 
Cheap and Nasty written and directed by John 
McFadyen; Music, Keith Gallasch. To Aug 13, 
Thurs to Suns.
UNION THEATRE
University of Adelaide Theatre Guild Ensemble: 
A Midsummer Night's Dream by Shakespeare. 
To Aug 12.
For entries contact Chris Johns on 223-8610.
TASM ANIA
POLYGON THEATRE COMPANY (23 2911) 
at Leuna
What the Dickens? A Christmas show devised 
and directed by Don Gay and John Phelps. To 
Aug 12.
SALAMANCA THEATRE COMPANY
(23-5259)
(Tasmanian Theatre in Education)
I'll Be In On That by Anne Harvey, Little 
Brother, Little Sister by David Campton.
INSEA Conference, Adelaide Aug 13 - 18. 
Seymour Centre, Sydney, Aug 21.
US Tour Aug 22.
TASMANIAN PUPPET THEATRE (23-7996) 
Rehearsing first half of August. Performing at 
the Space, Adelaide from Aug 24.
THEATRE ROYAL (34 6266)
Tasmanian Ballet Aug 15 - 19.
Love They Neighbour Aug 23 - Sep 2.
For entries contact editorial office on 
(049)67-4470.
VIC TO R IA
ALEXANDER THEATRE (543-2828)
King Lear by William Shakespeare; Adapted by 
David Williamson; director, Peter Oyston; with 
Reg Evans and Joe Bolza.
ARENA CHILDRENS THEATRE (24-9667) 
Plays-in-Performance: lower, primary, Story- 
theatre primary, Legends Alive. (Touring 
metropolitan and country schools).
CAT-CALL: Tutorship scheme for schools 
(pupils + staff)
BOW-TIE: Theatre-in-education program — 
Whizzy the Wizard, prep to grade 2 
Coen four fru it cake, grades 2-6 
Truck-a-luck, grades 5-6 
Shake, Rattle and Roll, ages 10-14.
SCAT: Suitcase Activity Theatre (one 
actor/teacher drama/experiences)
Saturday Matinees, every Sat. For all ages: 
Mafelo.
AUSTRALIAN PERFORMING GROUP 
(PRAM FACTORY) (347 7153)
Front Theatre: Every Night, Every Night, 
written and directed by Ray Mooney. To Aug 5. 
Foolshoe Hotel by Barry Dickens; Director, 
Wilfred Last. From Aug 8.
Back Theatre: The Bitter Tears o f Petra Von 
Kant, Fassbinder; Director, Kerry Dwyer. From 
Aug 8.
FOIBLES THEATRE RESTAURANT
(347-2397)
Whimsy — a nostalgic look at the mid 70’s. 
Original comic revue, with Rod Quantock, Mary 
Kenneally, Geoff Brooks, Stephen Blackburn 
and Neville Stern. Wed. to Sat. New acts, Mon. 
nights.
FLYING TRAPEZE CAFE (41-3727)
Annie Gastin in a jazz/blues program, and the 
Rags and Ribbons Magic Show.
HOOPLA THEATRE FOUNDATION
(63-7643)
Playbox Theatre: Freaks by Gordon Graham. 
From Aug 14.
COMEDY THEATRE (663-1822)
Isn't It Pathetic A t His Age? with Barry 
Humphries.
LAST LAUGH THEATRE RESTAURANT
(419-6226)
Makin Wicky Wacky, a night of hot harmony 
and humour.
LA MAMA (350-4593 / 347-6085)
Bastraction H written and directed by Lloyd 
Jones. Aug 4, 5, 6, 11, 12, 13.
New music by Ken Gunter and fellow 
musicians. Aug 17-27.
A t Home — Part I! devised by Lyndal Jones. 
Aug 31 — Sep 3.
An event devised by Corinne and Arthur 
Cantrill — film makers. Sep 7-10.
MELBOURNE THEATRE COMPANY (654- 
4000)
Russell St. Theatre: Just Between Ourselves by 
Alan Ayckbourn; director, Mick Rodger. To 
September 9.
Atheneum Theatre: The Playboy O f The 
Western World, by John M Synge; director, Ray 
Lawler. To September 2.
PILGRIM PUPPET THEATRE (818-6650) * 
The Tale o f Mr Tod by Beatrix Potter; Director, 
June Epstein.
PALAIS THEATRE (94-0655)
No information available.
POLYGLOT PUPPETS (818-1512)
Multi cultural puppet theatre, with Mogg the 
Cat and Co. Touring schools.
PRINCESS THEATRE (662-2911)
An Evening With Quentin Crisp. July 31 - Aug
12 .
Australian Dance Theatre. Aug 14 - Sep 2.
TIKKI & JOHN’S THEATRE LOUNGE 
(663-1754)
Olde Time Music Hall with Tikki and John 
Newman, Myrtle Roberts and Vic Gordon.
VICTORIAN ARTS COUNCIL (529-4355)
Five Funny Folk Tales from the Brothers 
Grimm. Adapted and directed by Don Mackay. 
Touring August - City and Country.
Australian Dance Theatre in An Evening o f  
Fun Ballet. Artistic Director, Jonathan Taylor. 
Touring Victoria — August/September.
ON TOUR IN NSW:
Sleuth by Anthony Shaffer; Director, Don 
Mackay; with Sydney Conabere and Shane 
Porteous. Touring August.
VICTORIAN STATE OPERA (41-5061)
The Barber o f Seville, Mildura Civic Centre. 
Aug 11-12.
Music Theatre Season, of special new 
commissioned works. From Sep 1.
Major Am ateur Companies: please 
contact these theatres in the evenings for details 
of current productions.
HEIDELBERG REPERTORY (49-2262) 
MALVERN THEATRECOMPANY 
(211-0020)
PUMPKIN THEATRE, Richmond (42-8237) 
1812 THEATRE, Ferntree Gully (796-8624).
For entries contact Les Cartwright on
781-1777.
W ESTERN AUSTRALIA
CIVIC THEATRE RESTAURANT (72-1595) 
Laughter Unlimited. Revue, director, Brian 
Smith.
HAYMAN THEATRE, WAIT (350 7026) 
Mary Stewart by Friedrich Schiller; Director, 
Ken Campbell Dobbie. Aug 9 - 28.
HOLE IN THE WALL (381-2403)
The Knack by Anne Jelicoe; director, John Gill. 
To Aug 5.
Small Change by Peter Gill; director, John 
Milson. From Aug 9.
NATIONAL THEATRE (352 3500)
Playhouse: The Ghost Train by Arnold Ridley;
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director, Edgar Metcalf. To Aug 19.
Gilbert and Sullivan Society: Patience. Director, 
John Milson. From Aug 24.
Greenroom: Hancock's Last H alf Hour by 
Heathcote Williams; director, Stephen Barry.
THE REGAL (381 1557)
Dick Whittington and his Cat. Director, Kenny 
Cantor. Aug 17 - Sep 1.
W A OPERA COMPANY (322 4766)
In Concert. On country tour from Aug 4.
For entries contact Joan Ambrose on 
299-6639.
KRAKERJAX
Director:
BUNNY BROOKE
for T. V. & Stage . . .
Full use of 
Video facilities 
for replays . . . 
Cassettes available.
Daytime or evening classes
Special classes 
fo r professionals 
EN Q U IR IE S . . . (02) 624-6728
A.E.T.T.- THEATRICAL HIRES
Made to order... 
or just hiring...
For all props, costumes, scenery, 
lighting & curtains.
For Hire and made to order
Phone 357-1200 or call in to:
153 Dowling St., Potts Point. 2011
Australia* magazine of the perfomiing aits
Theatre Australia
VJUt
next?
Next Month
Political theatre in Australia 
Mick Rodger
Playscript: Pandoras Cross by 
Dorothy Hewett.
Reviews: Opera, Theatre, Ballet, 
Film, and lots more.
SUBSCRIPTION RATES
A ustra lia:
$18.00 Post Free for twelve issues
Give a gift subscription — and SAVE!
$32.00 for two subscriptions.
O verseas:
Surface mall A$25.00
By air
New Zealand, New Guinea A$45.00
U.K., U.S.A., Germany, Greece, Italy A$50.00
All other countries A$70.00
Bank drafts in Australian currency should be
forwarded to Theatre Publications Ltd., 80
Elizabeth Street, Mayfield, N.S.W. 2304,
Australia.
THESPIA’S CROSSWORD 
CLUES
Across:
1. Resting actors might. . .  (6)
5. Throw one when you next applaud (8)
9. Where Back to Methusalem begins (8)
10. Feeling after a heavy night (6)
11............ lamp replaced gas (12)
13. “I can call spirits from the . . . .  deep” 
[Henry IV  Pt 1] (5)
14. The teeth of a winch (8)
17. T he ..........Smile, play and short story
by Aldous Huxley (8)
18. All t h e ..........girls love a sailor (4)
20. Playing with intent (12)
23. What the sexist Virgil said of women(6)
24. Cosmos in single stanza (8)
25. Sanctified Wildean hero loses indef­
inite article to become severe (8)
26. “So do our minutes . . . .  to their end” 
Shakespeare sonnet (6)
Down:
2. A civil wrong (4)
3. The type of performance Stanislavski 
strove for (9)
4. Show (6)
5. St Andrew’s earth shattering mistake
(3,7,5)
6. Are these ever beaten with honour? (8)
7. Shakespeare’s archaic word for dark 
continent (5)
8. Above the door in theatre (4,6)
12. Handy make-up artistO (10)
15. Sweet buzzing entourage for queen 
(5,4)
16. How the Jumblies went to sea (2,1,5)
19. May have one horse and be open (6)
21. “ . . . .  should not be played in a house 
with women in it” [Streetcar Named 
Desire] (5)
22. Sceptr’d or full of noises (4)
Last months answers
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